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BALLADS AND POEMS OE TRAGIC LIFE 


THE TWO MASKS 

1 ^ 

Melpomeot among iier livid people, 

Ere stroke of lyrC; upon Tkaleia looks, 
i^Warned by old contests tb^t one mnseful ripple^ 
•!iilong those lips of rose with tendril hooks, 
Eorebodes disturbance in the springs of pathos, 
Perchance may change of masks midway demand. 
Albeit the man rise mountainous as Athos, 

The woman wild as Cape Leucadia stand. 




Eor this the Comic Muse exacts of ci^atures 
Appealing to the fount of tears : that they 
Strive never to outleap our human features. 
And do Right Reason’s ordinance obey, 

In peril of the hum to lat^hter nighest. 

^ But prove they under stress of action’s Bm 
Kobleness, to that t^t of Reason 


She bows : she 5 






i 



w* u.—1 








AECHDUOHESS AKRE 


Ik middle age aa evil tiling 
Befell Arelidaeliess Anne : 

Slie looked onteide Iier wedding-iing 
Upon a princely man. 


Count Louis was for korse and arms 
f And if its beacon waved, 

Bor love; but ladies bad not cbarms 
To mateb a danger braved. 


bie was tbe bow 
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IV 

His blood was of those warrior tribes 
That streamed from morning’s fire, 

Whom now with traps and now with bribes 
The wily Council wire, 

V 

Archduchess Anne the Council ruled, 

Count Louis his great dame; 

And woe to both when one had cooled I 
Little was she to blame. 

VI 

Among her chiefs who spun their plots, 
Old Kraken stood the sword: 

As sharp his wits for cutting knots 
Of babble he abhon'ed. 

VII 

He reverenced her name and line, 

Nor other merit had , 

Save soldierwise to wait her sign, 

And do the deed she bade. 

VIII 

He saw her hand jump at her side 
Ere royally she smiled 

On Louis and his fair young bride ^ 

’ Where ccmrtty ranks d^fil^ 


VJ-‘ j.j;.va*.v-»a.vy jjA-tiM 


IX 

•riai: was a moment wlien a shock 
Through the procession ran, 

And thrilled the plumes, and stayed the clock, 
Tet smiled Archduchess Anne* 

X 

Ho touch gaTe she to hom^ in leash, 

No wink to sword in sheath J 
She seemed a woman scarce of flesh j 
AboTO i% or beneath* 


XI 


Old Ejraksn s|rfed with kennelled snai^ 
His Ziadj deeasieK} di^gra^^ 

When ont d Hkli he paced. 


xa 

^ was seen he imminered striding Icg^ 
Ajid stopped, and strode again. 
BwVeageB®fi©Jiasabrood of eggs, 
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XIV 

He neiglied a langh, thougli moods were rough 
With standards in revolt: 

His nostrils took the news for snuff, 

His smacking lips for salt* 

XV 

Count Louis’ wavy cock’s plumes led 
His troops of black-haired manes, 

A rebel; and old Kraken sped 
To front him on the plains* 


Then camp opposed to camp did th^y 
Fret earth with panther claws 
For signal of a bloody day, 

Each reading from the Laws. 

xvn 

^Forefend it, heaven J ’ Count Louis cried, 
^ And let the righteous plead : 

My country is a willing bride, 

Was never slave demreed. 


xvm 


^Hot we for thirst of blood appeal 
To sword and slanghter curst j 
We have bles&g oil our steel, 


Ho we our 
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XIX 

Count Louis^ soul of chivalry, 

Put trust in plighted word 5 
By starlight on the broad brown lea, 
To bar the strife he spurred. 

XX 

Across his breast a crimson spot, 

That in a (juiver glowed, 

The ruddy crested camp-fires shot, 

As he to darkness rode. 

XXI 

He rode while omens called, beware 
Old Kraken^s of faith 1 

A smile and W^ting Mhd in air, 

And outward flew liie wraith. 

XXII 

Before pale morn had mixed with gold, 
His army roared, and chilled, 

As men who have a woe foretold. 

And see it red fulfilled. 

XXITI 

Away aM.to.his.y6nfig wife speedy 
And say that Hefipur’s dead I 
.Another wo^ shejy® not need 
"""fe bow a wrdow^s head. 
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XXIV 

Old Kraken roped Ms white moustache 
Eight, left, for savage glee : 

— To swing him in his soldier^s sash. 
Were kind for such as he! 

XXV 

old Kraken’s look hard Winter wears 
When sweeps the wild snow-blast: 
He had the hug of Arctic bears 
For captives he held fast. 



Ml 


I 

ArcMucliess Anne sat carved in frosty 
Shut off from priest and spouse. 

Her lips were locked, her arms were crossed^ 
Her eyes were in her brows. 

II 

One hand enclosed a paper scroll, 

Held as a strangled asp. 

So may we see the woman^s soul 
In her dire tempter’s grasp. 

Ill 

Along that scroll Count Louis’ doom 
Throbbed till the letters flamed. 

She saw him in his scornful bloom, 

She saw hirn (Stained and shame(L 
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T 

Between the day that struck her old; 

And this black star of days. 

Her heart swung like a storm^bell tolled 
Above a town ablaze. 

VI 

His beauty pressed to intercede, 

His beauty served him ill. 

— Not Vengeance, ^tis his rebePs deed, 
^Tis Justice, not our will! 

VII 

Yet who had sprung to lifers full force 
A breast that loveless dried ? 

But who had sapped it at the source. 

With scarlet to her pride I 

VIII 

He brought her waning heart as ^twere 
New message from the i^Mes* 

And he betrayed, and left on her 
The burden of their sighs. 

IX 

In floods her tender memories poured 5 
They foamed with waves of spite s 

She cru^ed them, high her heart ontetoed, 
To keep her mind a 3 %hfec 





/xAxxju-w xia.^jL/ jTv/JUjyxo vjc jUiJt^.1^ 


X 

— The crawling creature, called in scorn 
A woman! —with this pen 
We sign a paper that may warn 
His crowing fellowmen. 

XI 

—We read them lesson of a power 
They slight who do us wrongs 
That bitter hour this bitter hour ^ 
ProYokes; by turns the strong I 

XU 

-^That we were woman once is known; 

That we are Justice now. 

Above our sex, above the throne, 

Men quaking shall avow. 




Archduchess Anne ascending flew. 
Her heart outsoared, but felt 
,T& demon of pursue, 


: 6r-j 


ZIV 
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XV 

To disentangle one clear wish 
Not of her sex, she sought; 

And womanish to womanish, 
Discerned in lighted thought 

XVI 

With Louis’ chance it went not well 
When at herself she raged 5 

A woman, of whom men might tell 
She doted, crazed and aged. 

XVII 

Or else enamoured of a sweet 
Withdrawn, a vengeful crone I 

And say, what figure at her feet 
Is this that utters moan ? 

XVIII 

The Countess Louis from her head 
Drew veil: ^ Great Lady, hear I 

My husband deems you Justice dread. 
I know you Mercy dear. 

XIX 

His error upon him may fall | 

He will not breathe a nay. 

I am his helpless mate in all| 

Itoept for t^ 
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XX 

^Perchance on me his choice inclined, 
To giye his House an heir ; 

I had not marriage with his mind, 

His counsel could not share, 

XXI 

brought no portion for his weal 
But this one instinct true, 

Which bids me in my weakness kneel, 
Archduchess Anne, to yotu' 

XXII 

The frowning Lady uttered, ‘ Forth P 
Her look forbade delay: 

^It is not mine to weigh your worth | 
Your husband^s others weigh. 


XXIII 

^ Hence with the woman in your speech, 
For noHiing it avails 

Where JteSeye ^ scales, ^ 
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XXV 

Long sat she there, as flame that strives 
To hold on beating wind: 

—•His wife must be the fool of wives, 
Or cunningly designed I 

XXVI 

She sat until the tempest-pitch 
In her torn bosom fell; 

—His wife must be a subtle witch 
Or else God loves her well I 




t.V i'X ■ ■?’ j' 






Old Kraken read a missive penned 
By Ms great Lady’s hand. 

Her condescension called him friend. 
To raise the crest she fanned. 


IS 

Swiftly to where he lay encamped 
It flew, yet breathed aloof 
Prom woman’s feeling, and he stamped 
A heel more like a hoof. 

Ill 

She Wrote of Mercy: ‘ She was loth 
Too hard to goad a foe.’ 

He sfetmped^ as when men drive an oath 
i&evils felow,. 



JBAXiljAUiS ruJWMLS) VJJ xj^wxlvxav^ 


When read old Kraken: ‘Christ our Guide,’ 
His eyes were spikes of spar: 

And see the white snow-storm divide 
About an icy star I 


VI 

‘ She trusted him to understand,’ 
She wrote, and further prayed 
That policy might rule the land. 
Old Kraken’s laughter neighed. 


vxi 

Her words he took; her nods and winks 
Treated as woman’s fog. 

The man-dog for his mistress thinks, 

Not less her faithful dog. 

Tin 

She hugged a cloak old Kmkea ripped,; 

Disguise , to him he loathed, 

—Your mercy, madam, shows you strippec^ 
While mine will keep you clothed. 


.IX 

A rough ill-soldered scar in haste _ : 
• Ho rubbed on his cheek-bone., 


■—Our policy,|he man 
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X 

^ Count Louis, Lonour to your race 
Decrees tlie Council-liall; 

You ’scape the rope by special grace, 
And like a soldier fall.’ 

XI 

—am a man of many sins, 

Who for one virtue die, 

Count Louis said. — They play at shins,. 
Who kick, was the reply* 

* XII 

Uprose the day of crimson sigh^ 

The day without a God. 

At morn the hero said Grood-night: 

See there that stain on sod I 

xtli 

At hiom the Countess Louis heard 
I Young light sing in the lark. 
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XT 

If I could kill thee 1 shrieked her look; 

If lightning sprang from Willi 
An oaken head old Kraken shook, 

And she might thank or kilL 

XVI 

The pride that fenced her heart in 
By mortal pain was torn. 

Forth from her bosom leaped a wail, 

As of a babe new-born. 


xm 

She clad herself in courtly nso. 
And one who heard them prate, 
Had said they differed upon views 
Where statecraft raised debate. 


XTIII 

The wretch dete«<s^ 


The servaat-ihasl^'ihl^ f" 

OonMe to godless cause sO just. 

And for Cfed’e Kleseissf ' ’ 
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XX 

The Crown on seas of blood, like swine, 
Swam forefoot at the throat: 

It drank of its dear veins for wine, 
Enough if it might float I 

XXI 

It sank with piteous yelp, resurged 
Electrical with fear. 

0 had she on old Kraken urged 
Her word of mercy clear 1 

XXII 

0 had they with Count Louis been 
Accordant in his plea! 

Cursed are the women vowed to screen 
A heart that all can see I 

xxni 

The godless drove unto a goal 
Was worse than vile defeat. 

Bid vengemce prick (^un^ Louis^ soul 
Tl^y luscious meat. 
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XX7 

The Crown it furled a draggled flag, 
It sheathed a broken blade. 

Behold its triumph in the hag 
That lives with looks decayed I 

XXTI 

And lo, the man of oaken head, 

Of soldier’s honour bare, 

He fled his land, but most he fled 
His Lady’s frigid stare. 

2XV1I 

Judged by the issue we discern 
God's blessing, and the bane. 

Count Louis’ dust would fill an um. 
His deeds are waving grain. 

XIVIII 

And she that helped to sky> yet bade 
To spate thd fefefd attj 

Great were her errors, but she had 
Great heart, AteMuohess Anne, 





THE SONG OF THEODOLINDA. 


I 

Qxjeei?' THEODOLiin) has built 
In the earth a furnace-bed : 

There the Traitor Nail that spilt 
Blood of the anointed Head, 

Bed of heat, resolves in shame: 
White of heat, awakes to flame. 
i 5 eat, beat! white of heat. 
Bed of heat, beat, beatl 

n 

Mark the skeleton of fire 
Lightening from its thunder-roof i 
So comes this that saw expire 
Him we love, for our behoof I 
Bed of heat, 0 white of heat, 

This from off the Cross we greet. 



Broi^n^wled hammermen around 
-Nerve their naked arms to strike 
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IV 

Hard against the furnace core 
Holds the Queen her streaming eyes; 
Lo I that thing of piteous gore 
In the lap of radiance lies, 

Eed of heat, as when He takes. 
White of heatj whom earth forsakes. 


V 

Forth with it, and crushing ring 
Iron hymns, for men to hear 
Echoes of the deeds that sting 
Barth into its graves, and fear I 
Bed of heat. He maketh thus, 
White of heat^ a crown of us. 


m 

This that kifted Thee, k^ssfid Thof, 
Touched Thw, smdjvetpjcijhj^^^ 
Dark it is; 


Eed of heat, iQjf. 
XnitheQ stzi 







.iJ.:{i '/* ■ 

?-f: -S 
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VII 

I behold our morning day 
When they chased Him out with rods 
Up to where this traitor lay 
Thirsting j and the blood was God^s I 
Bed of heat, it shall be pressed, 

White of heat, once on my breast! 


VIII 

Quick! the reptile in me shrieks, 

Hot the soul. Again; the Cross 
Burn there. Oh! this pain it wreaks 
Bapture is: pain is hot loss^ 

Bed of heat, the tooth of Death, 
White of heat, has caught my breath. 



IX 

Brand mi, nbte, bitter thing! 
IhuS fife felt; Shd thus IT ani 
One. With Him in ihiffering, 

Sihi bliss, tMlEiihil* - 


Bed of h^, 


•Sweet. 











X 

Kow am I, wto bear that stamp 
Scorched in me, the living sign 
Sole on earth — the lighted lamp 
Of the dreadful day divine. 

White of hea<^ beat on it fast I 
Eed of heat^ its shape has passed. 


XX 

Out in angry sparhs they fly, 

They that sentenced Him to bleed* 
Pontius and his troop; they die, 
Damned for ever for the deed I 
White of heat in vain they soar; 
Ee4 of heat they strew the floor. 


3 ^ 

Fury on it} have its debtl 
Thunder on iw BSll accurst, 
Qolgoiaha, be ysf and 4%^^ : ^' * ’ 
Blood, aad 



UAJJjADB 


and poems of xkagio ufs 


xin 

St»ri^6 it ^ tli6 3fg6s cmsli 
Towers 1 for wMle a shape is seen 
I am rivalled* Quench, its blush^ 
Devil I But it crowns me Queen^ 
Eed of heat, as none before, 

White of heat, the circlet wore. 


XIT 

jLowly I will be, and quail, 

Crawling, with a beggar^s hand: 

On mj breast the branded hTail, 

On mj head tixe kon band. 

Bed ©f heat, are mm so base! 

Whibe none know such gracel 


Xt 



hamanfeiitd as ghostsi 
I a raj di^ 
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XVI 

Eobed in violet, robed in gold, 

Bobed m pearl, they make our dawn. 
Wiat am I to them ? Behold 
What ye are to me, and fawn. 

Bed of heal^ be hnmble, ye! 

White of heat, 0 teach it me I 


XVII 


Martyrs! hungry peaks in air, 

Eent with ligbtnii^^ dad vrith r 

Crowned with stars I jon strip me 
Eierce me, shame me, stretch, me low, ■ 
Eed of heat^ tet it maj be, , 

White of heat, some ^vy fiiel = *’ ‘ 


O poor envi^f 
Have a 
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xix 

Those old Martyrs slougted their pride. 
Taking humbleness like mirth, 

I am to His Glory tied, 

I that witness Him on earth 1 
Eed of heat, my pride of dust, 

White of heat, feeds fire in trust 


XX 

Kindle me to constant fire, 

Lest the nail be but a naill 
Give me wings of great desire, 
Lest I look within, and faill. 
Eed of heat, the furnace ligh#, 
White of heat, fix on my sight 


XXI 


Hev^ 

Knowj^ 



^ail ^e wrestling cea^ 


wilh outlasting Fo^ :, 
‘bf beat ‘ 

- 1^3% T^te of heat 

\ _ IB&iS of ]fe^ b^t beat I 



A PEilAOHmG PKOM A SPANISH BALLAD 


I 

Ladies who ia chains of -wedlock 
Chafe at an unequal yoke, 

Not to nightingales give hearing j 
Better this, the raven’s croak. 


Do-wn the Prad® strolled my seigneur; 
Arm at lordly how on hip, 

Fingers trimming his moustachios, 
Eyes for pirate fellowship. 


m 


Home sat she that ownfft hte mast^; 
Like the flower^hent to 
Eain-suroharged and shmlomkea j ’ 
Heedl^ of her hmf nnhomod. 
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XV 

She inheriting from many 
Bleeding mothers bleeding sense, ‘ 

Teels ’twixt her and sbarp-fanged nature 
Honour first did plant the fence 

XTI 

fTature, that so shrieks for justice; 
Honour’s thirst, that blood will slake; 
These are women’s riddles, roughly 
Mixed to write them saint or snake. 

XVII 

Never nature cherished woman: 

She throughout the sexes’ wax 
Serves as temptress and betrayer^ 
Favouring man, the muscular. 

XVIII 

Lureful is she, bent for foUy; 

Doating on the child which, crows 5 
Tours to tea(^ him grace in fealty^ 

What rose^ 


XIX 


Widb^:^fefQr j^ted late! 
S^i^ant>:&ws and 



overmi 




h 

s-inews 
atchr , 
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XX 

Eead that riddle, scorning pity^s 
Tears, of cockatrices shed: 

When the heart is vowed for freedom. 
Captaincy it yields to head* 


XXI 

Meanwhile you, freaked nature^s martyrs, 
Honour’s army, flower and weed. 

Gentle ladies, wedded ladies. 

See for you this fair one bleedt 


XXil 


Sole stood her oifenoe, she falteiw 
Prayed her lord the youth to spare, 
Prayed that in the orange garden 
nd^t lie, and ceased her prayer* 


xjEto 



Bare unto the self-avenger, 
Man in metal was the hlader 




THE YOTmG -PRINCESS 


A BALLAD OF OLD LAWS OF LOVE 

I 

t 

When- the South sang like a nightingalf^ 
i Above a bower in May, 

The training of Lovers vine of flame 
Was writ in laws, for lord and dame 
To ^y their yea and nay. 

When the South sang like a nightingale 
Across the flowering night, 

And lord and dame held gentle sport; 
There came a young princess to Court, 

A frost Af beauty white. ' 

The Sou^ sang like a nightingale 
To tfcaw her glittering dream i 
No vine of ' 

She dra^ nb^wb^-but grave 
She held them to Love^ theme^ 
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IV 

The South grew all a nightingale 
Beneath a moon unmoved : 

Like the banner of war she led them on; 

She left them to lie, like the light that has gone 
Prom wine-cups overproved. 

V 

When the South was a fervid nightingale, 

And she a chilling moon, 
was pity to see on the garden swards, 

Against Lovers laws, those rival lords 
As willow-wands lie strewn. 

vx 

The South had throat of a nightingale 
Por her, the young princess : 

She gave no vine of Love to rear, 

Lovers wine drank not, yet bent her ear 
To themes of Love no less. 


VOL. n. —2 








n 


I 

The lords of the Court they sighed heart-sick, 
Heart-free Lord Dusiote laughed: 

I prize her no more than a fling o^ the dice, 

Hut, or shame to my manhood, a lady of ice, 

We master her by craft I 

II 

Heart-sick the lords of joyanee yawned, 

Lord Dusiote laughed heart-free: 

I count her as much as a crack o’ my thumb, 

Eut, or shame of my manhood, to me she shall con 
Like the bird to roost in the tree 1 

III 

At dead of night when the palace-guard 
Had passed the measured rounds, 

The young princess awoke to feel 
A shudder of blood at the crackle of steel 
Within the garden-bounds* 
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IV 

It ceased, and slie thought of whom was need, 
The friar or the leech 5 
When lo, stood her tirewoman breathless bj: 
Lord Dusiote, madam, to death is nigh, 

Of you he would have speech. 


V 

He prays you of your gentleness, 

To light him to his dark end. 

The princess rose, and forth she went. 

Tor charity was her intent, 

Devoutly to befriend. 

VI 

Lord Dusiote hung on his good squire’s arm, 
The priest beside him knelt: 

A weeping handkerchief was pressed 
To stay the red flood at his breast^ 

And bid cold ladies melt. 

VTI 

0 lady, though you are ice 
All pure to heaven as light 
Within the dew within the flower, 

Of you’t is whisj^red that love has power 
Wheh secret fe'the night. ,^4 
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VIII 

I liave silenced tlie slanderers, peace to tlieir scnJs 
Save oiie was too cunning for me. 

I die, whose love is late avowed. 

He lives, who boasts the lily has bowed 
To the oath of a bended knee. 


IX 

Lord Dusiote drew breath with pairu 
And she with pain drew breath: 

On him she looked, on his like above; 

She flew in the folds of a marvel of love, 
Kevealed to pass to death. 

Ton are dying, 0 great-hearted lord, 

You are dying for me, she cried; 

O take my hand, 0 take my kiss, 

And take of your right for love like thi^ 
The vow that plights me bride. 

XI 

She bade the priest recite his word^ 

While hand in hand were they, 

liOrd I>nsiG^^ tb wMt: to bliss; 

He had hev' vow^ her ki^, - 

And his bbdj--was bornd aw^^ . * > ^ . 




Lord Dusiote sprang from priest and squire; 

He gazed at her lighted room: 

The laughter in his heart grew slack ; 

He knew not the force that pushed him back 
From her and the morn in bloom. 


II 

Like a drowned man’s length on the strong flood-tide, 
Like the shade of a bird in the sun, 

He fled from his lady whom he might claim 
As ghost, and who made the daybeams flame 
To scare what be had done. 

in 

There was grief at Court for t>m so gay, 

Though he was a lord less keen 
For training the vine than at vintage-press; 

But iu her soul the young princess ; ; ■ 

BeUeve4 that Idwe had beem . . , 
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lY 

Lord Dusiote fled the Court and land, 

He crossed the woeful seas, 

Till his traitorous doing seemed clearer to burn, 
And the lady beloved drew his heart for return, 
Like the banner of war in the breeze. 


V 

He neared the palace, he spied the Courts 
And music he heard, and they told 
Of foreign lords arrived to bring 
The nuptial gifts of a bridegroom king 
To the princess grave and cold. 


The masque and the danee w^e cloud on wave, 
And down the masque and the dance 
Lord Dusiote stepped irom dame to dame, 

And to the young princess he came, 

With a bow and a burning glance. 


Do j(kx t^e a ne w husbansd totsaorrew,^ lady ? 
Sastnk as at - 
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VIII 

My lady, my love, that little hand 
Has mine ringed fast in plight: 

I bear for your lips a lawful thirst, 

And as justly the second should follow the first, 
I come to your door this night. 


IX 

If a ghost should come a ghost will go; 

Ho more the lady said, 

Save that ever when he in wrath began 
To swear by the faith of a living man, 
She answered him, Yow are dead. 





VJ 


1 

The soft night-wind went laden to death 
With smell of the orange in flower; 

The light leaves prattled to neighbour ears; 
The bird of the passion sang over his tears; 
The night named hour by hour. 


n 

Sang loud, sang low the rapturous bird 
Till the yellow hour was nigh, 
Behind the folds of a darker cloud; 

He chuckled, he sobbed, alow, aloud j 
The voice between earth and sky. 


in 


will you, will you, women are weak) 

. ppudest are yielding mates 
’a |o3rward^,f^ a tongue of fire: 

1 trusty squire, 
fe paiace-gates. 
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XV 

The song of the bird was wine in his blood, 
And woman the odorous bloom: 

His master^s great adventure stirred 
Within him to mingle the bloom and bird, 
And morn ere its coming illume. 

V 

Beside him strangely a piece of the dark 
Had moved; and the undertones 
Of a priest in prayer, like a cavernous wave, 
He heard, as were there a soul to save 
Bor urgency now in the groans, 

VI 

Ho priest was hked for the play this night: 

And the squire tossed head like a deer 
At sniff of the tainted wind j he gazed 
Where cresset-lamps in a door were Raised, 
Belike on a passing bier. 


VII 


All cloaked and masked, with naked blades, 
That flashed of a judgement done, 

The lords of the Court, from the f)alace-door, 
Came issuing silently, bearers four, ■ 

And flat qn their sboul^^ v 
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VIII 

They marched the body to squire and priest^ 
They lowered it sad to earth: 

The priest they gave the burial dole, 

Bade wrestle hourly for his soul, 

Wlio was a lord of worth. - 


IX 

One said, farewell to a gallant tnight! 

And one, bnt a restless ghost I 
^T is a year and a d^ since in this place 
He di^, sped high by a lady of grace, 

To join the blissM host. 

X 

Hot on ns she charged her cause^ 

lady whom »:Ee3i«e 
For f^th in Mie of a love untrue 
To ^ we hrmour, the Love her due, 

The Love we ha^ vowed to rear. 
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XII 

When the South had voice of a nightingale 
Above a Maying bower, 

On the heights of Love walked radiant peers; 
The bird of the passion sang over his tears 
To the breeze and the orange-flower. 




Kim HAEALD’S TEANCE 


I 

Sword in length a reaping-hook amain 
flarald sheared his fields blood up to shank: 
’Mid the swathes of slain, 

First at moonrise drank. 


II 

Thereof hunger, as for meats the knife, 
Pricked his ribs, in one sharp spur to reach 
Home and his young wife, 

Nigh the sea-ford beach. 


in 


After battle keen to feed was he: 

Smoking flesh the thresher washed down fast, 
like* an angry sea 


IV 
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V 

Half a winter night the toasts hurrahed. 
Crowned him, clothed him, trumpeted him high, 
Till awink he bade 
Wife to chamber fly. 


VI 

Twice the sun had mounted, twice had sunk. 
Ere his ears took sound; he lay for dead ^ 
Mountain on his trunk, 

Ocean on his {mad. 


vn 

Clamped to couch, his fiery hearing sucked 
Whispers that at heart made iron-clang; 
Here fool-women clucked, 

There men held harangue. 


VIIX 

Burial to fit their lord.of war, 

They decreed him ^hailed the kingling: ha I 
Hateful! but this Thor 
Failed a weak Iambus baa. 




King they hailed a branchlet, shaped to far% 
Weighted so, like quaking shingle spumey / . 
When his Hood's own heir . > 

Biptied iH4ie , 
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X 

Still he heard, and doglike, hoglike, ran 
Nose of hearing till his blind sight saw: 

Woman stood with man 
Mouthing low, at paw. 

tx 

Woman, man, they mouthed} they spake a thing^ 
Armed to split a mountain, kimder seas; 

Still the frozen king 
Lay and felt him fre^ie. 

XU 

Doglike, hoglike, horselike now he raOed^ 
Kiderless, Iteross a ground 

Mint of bfrea^ 

Past the flesMy bidihhdir 

■ 

Smell of brine his nostrik filled with ihight: 
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XV 

Sitting did he breathe against the blade, 

Standing hiss it for that proof of life: 

Strode, as netters wade, 

Straightway to his wife. 

XVI 

Her he eyed: his judgement was one word, 

Toulbed! and she fell: the blow clove two. 

Fearful for the third, 

All their breath indrew. 

XVII 

Morning danced along the waves to beach; 

Dumb his chiefs fetched breath for what might hap • 
Glassily on each 
Stared the iron cap, 

XVIII 

Sudden, as it were a monstir oa]^ 

Split to yield a limb by ; , 

Strained he, staggered, broke 
Doubled at their feet. 




^ WHIMPER OP SYMPATHY 


Hawk or siirike has done this deed 
Of downy feathers : rueful sight! 

Sweet seutimentalistj invite 
Y'our bosora^s Power to intercede. 

So hard it seems that one must bleed 
Because another needs will bite! 

All round we find cold Nature slight 
The feelings of the totter-knee’d. 

O it were pleasant, with you 
To fly from this tussle of foes, 

The shambles, the^ charnel, the wrinkle I 
ITo dwell in yon dribble of dew 
On the cheek of your sovereign rose, 
And life |he^owg life of a twinkle. 
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1 

Geacefullest leaper, the dappled fox-oub 
Curves over brambles "with berries and buds, 
Light as a bubble that flies from the tub, 
■\VIusked by the laundiy-wife out of her suds. 
Wavy he comes, -woolly, all at his ease, 

Elegant, fashioned to foot -with the deuce; 
Nature’s own prince of the dtooe: then he sees 
Me, and retires as if making excuse. 


IX 

Never closed minuet courtlier I Soon 
Cub-hunting troops were abroad, and a yelp 
Told of sure sciantr-^fi tha htifelee^ d 
Eeynard the younger f&y'fhr beyond help. • ■ 
Wild, my poor frieifd, has the fate to be -(^asbd 
Civil will conquer: were ^t other 'twdre #bt^,' 
Fair, by the earlj-iaoHS«r% ' 


Haply you live a ( 



MANJ’EED 


I 

Projected from the hilious Childe, 

This clatterjaw his foot could set 
On Alps, without a breast beguiled 
To glow in shedding rascal sweat. 

Somewhere about his grinder teeth, 

He mouthed of thoughts that grilled beneath; 
And summoned Nature to her feud 
With bile & buskin Attitude, 

II 

Considerably was tho world 
Of spinsterdom and clergy racked 
While he his hinted horrors huiie<^ 

And she pictorially attacked. 


.A ^uel hn^eopf^ v,Ho I 



Such hl^d^^ ipitheir sha^pes; GO?i|^s«d 






HERFAKI 


CisTHKOiAiTS might crack their sides 
With laughter, and exemption get, 

At sight of heroes clasping brides, 

And hearing — 0 the horn! the homl 
The horn of their obfitructite debt 1 

But quit the stage, that note applies 
For sermons cosmopolitan, 

Heruani. Have ■we filched our prize, 
Forgetting . . .? Othehoiml thehbml 
The horn of the Old OeBtletoaal 






THE NUPTIALS OF ATTILA 


Flat as to an eaglets eye, 
Earth hung under Attila. 


Sign for carnage gave he none. 

In the peace of his disdain, 

Sun and rain, and rain and suiv 
Cherished men to wax again, 

Crawl, and in their manner die. 

On his people stood a frost. 

Like the charger cut in stone, 
Rearing stiff, the warrior host, 
Which had life from him alone, 
Craved the trumpePs eager note. 
As the teidled Barth the Spring. 
Eusty was the trumpet^s throat. 

He let chief and prophet rave; 
VefiM#ote earth aronnd him string 


Thr^e:¥f l^r^ and slender rye, 

^ Wave them, -fed nntrampled t^ave 
(Sodi did cry. 
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Scorn of conquest filled like sleep 
Him that drank of havoc deep 
When the Green Oat pawed the globe; 
When the horsemen from his bow 
Shot in sheaves and made the foe 
Crimson fringes of a robe, 

Trailed o’er towns and fields in woe; 
When they streaked the rivers red, 
When the saddle was the bed. 

Attila, my Attilal 

in 

He breathed peace and pulled a flower. 

Eye and have, my Attila I 
This was the damsel Ildico, 

Eich in bloom until that hour: 

Shyer than the forest doe 
Twinkling slim through branches gteen. 
Yet the shyest shall be ' 

Make the'b^fbr A^filaJ' 
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She stood pallid in the light. 

How she walked^ how withered white, 
Prom the blessing to the board. 

She who should have proudly blushed 
Women whispered, asking why, 

Hinting of a youth, and hushed. 

Was it terror of her lord ? 

Was she childish ? was she sly ? 

Was it the bright mantlets dye 
Drained her blood to hues of grief 
Like the ash that shoots the spark ? 

See the green tree all in leaf: 

See the green tree stripped of bark! — 
Make the bed for Attila I 

T 

Eound the banquet-tablets load 
Scores of iron horsemen rode; 

Chosen wax'riors, keen and hard; 

Grain of threshing battle-dints j 
Attila^s fierce body-guard, 

Smelling war like fire in flints. 

Grant them peace be fugitive I 
Iron-capped and iron-heeled, 

Each against his fellow’s shield 
Smote the spear-head, shouting^ 

Attila! iny Attila! 

Eagle, ea^e of our breeds ^ 

Eagle,beafc the laih%^dfeed^I^ 

Have ai^ymleash M t Siye^ 

Attilai'lay AiSai 
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yi 

He was of the blood to shine 
Bronze in joy, like skies that scorch 
Beaming with the goblet wine 
In the wavering of the torch, 

Looked he backward on his bride. 

Eye and have, my Attila! 

Eair in her wide robe was she : 

Where the robe and vest divide, 

Fair she seemed surpassingly: 

Soft, yet vivid as the stream 
Danube rolls in the moonbeam 
Through rock-barriers: but she smiled 
Never, she sat cold as salt: 
Open-mouthed as a young child 
Wondering with a mind at fault. 

Make the bed for Attila! 


VII 


Under the thin hoop of gold 
Whence in waves her hair outrolled, 

’Twixt her brows the women saw 
Shadows of a vulture’s claw 
Gript in flight: strange knots that sped 
Closing and dissolving aye: 

Such as wicked dreams betray 
When pale dawn creeps o’er the bei ; 
They might show the commoaj?a3si^-4:A^ 
Known to in who^shn 
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Hunts their bliss like famished hounds; 
While the chiefs with roaring rounds 
Tossed her to her lord, and sang 
Praise of him whose hand was large, 
Cheers for beauty brought to yield, 
Chirrups of the trot alield, 

Hurrahs of the battle-charge. 


Till 

Those rock-faces hung with weed 
Eeddened: their great days of speed, 
Slaughter, triumph, flood and flame, 
Like a jealous frenzy wrought, 
Scoffed at them and did them shame, 
Quaffing idle, conquering naught, 

0 for the time when God decreed 
Earth the prey of Attila I 
God called on thee in his wrath, 
Trample it to mire ! ^T was done. 
Swift as Danube cloye our path 
Down from East to Western sun. 
Huns ! behold your pasture, gaze, 
Take, our king said heel to flank 
(Whisper it^ ,the warhorse neighs I) 
Edith we drdwe, md biodd we drank 
EresJi dawn-dew: eai^h was :Oua^: 


Men were flocks we lashed and spuimed: 
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On! our signal: onward poured 
Torrents of tlie tightened reins, 

Foaming over vine and corn 
Hot against the city-wall. 

Whisper it, you sound a horn 
To the grey beast in the stall I 
Yea, he whinnies at a nod. 

0 for sound of the trumpet-notes I 
0 for the time when thun&et-sho6, 

He that scarce can munch his oats, 

Hung on the peaks, brooded aloof, 
Champed the grain of the wrath of God, 
Pressed a cloud on the cowering roof, 
Snorted out of the blackness fire I 
Scarlet broke the sky, and down, 
Hammering West with print of his hoof, 
Ho burst out of the bosom of ire 
Sharp as eyolight under thy frown, 
Attila, my Attila I 


XX 



Ravaged Spoiling smoke 
Thick on cornfields dry and blaiik, 
Wave his banners, bear his yoke. 
Track the lightning, and you track 
Attila. They 

Bleed r ’fe is he 1 his foot '' 


Leagues deserfe eharred And 
Where he there-pas^-a n 



ballads and boems of tragic life 
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— Who breathed on the king cold breath? 
Said a voice amid the host. 

He is Heath that iveds a ghost, 

Else a ghost that weds with Heath ? 
Ildico^s chill little hand 
Shuddering he beheld: austere 
Stared, as one who would command 
Sight of what has filled his ear: 

Plucked his thin beard, laughed disdain, 
Eeast, ye Huns! His arm he raised, 

Like the warrior, battle-dazed, 

Joining to the fight amain. 

Make the bed for Attila! 

XI 

Silent Ildieo 6 to 0 d 

King and chief to pledge her well, 

Shocked sword sword and cup on cup^ 
Clamouring like a brazen bell. 

Silent stepped the queenly slave, 

Pair, by heaven I she was to meet 
On a midnight, near a grave, 
llapping winding-f heet 

xn 

walked the crowd. 



Foliowing het: middle night. 
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Then the warriors each on each 
Spied, nor overloudly laughed; 

Like the victims of the leech, 

Who have drunk of a strange draught. 


XIII 

Attila remained. Even so 
Frowned he when he struck the blow, 
Brained his horse that stumbled twice, 
On a bloody day in Gaul, 

Bellowing, Perish omens 1 All 
Marvelled at the sacrifice, 

But the battle, swinging dim’, 

Rang off that axe-blow fior him* 

Attila, my Attila 1 


XIV 


Brightening over Danube wheeled 
Star by star 5 and she, most laliv 
Sweet as victQ]^ ' 

Seized to make him glad and young; 
She, 0 sweet as the dark sign 
Given him oft in battles gone, 

When the voice 
And the ’ 

Rapturous for the ehag^ M ipe> r 
She lay Waitpg: feir as dawn- i - 4 / 
Wrapped in folds ^ 
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Waiting Hm to stream and raj, 

With one loosening blush outflung. 
Colours of his hordes of horse 
Eaiiked for combat: still he hung 
Like the fever dreading air, 

Cursed of heat; and as a corse 
Gathers vultures, in his brain 
Images of her eyes and kiss 
Plucked at the limbs that could remain 
Loitering nigh the doors of bliss. 

Make the bed for Attila! 

XV 

Passion on one hand, on one, 

Lestinj led forth the Hun. 

Heard ye outcries of aSright, 

Voices that throt^h^onany a fray, 

In the press of flag and spear, 

Warned the king of peril near ? 

Men were dumb, they gave him way, 
Eager heads to left and right, 

Like the bearded standard, thrust. 

As in battle, for a iiod 
Prom their;!^ of battle-dusL 

Attila, my Att^i % * ' 

Slow between the lines he tnxL ; 

Saisr:ve no|.tI]ie sun drop slow ; ^ jV 
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Clotted memory for a space ; 

Some stout cliief s familiar face, 
Choicest of his fighting brood, 
Touched him, as ^t were one to know 
Ere he met his bride’e embrace* 
Attila, my Attila! 

Twisting fingers in a beard 
Scant as winter underwood, 

With a narrowed eye he peered 5 
Like the sunset^s graver red 
Up old pine-stems. Grave he stood 
Eyeing them on whom was shed 
Burning light from him alone. 

Attila, my Attila I 

Bed were they whose mouths recalled 
Where the sl^wlfehter mounted high, 
High on it<" 6 ’er earth appalled, 

He; heaven^s finger in their sight 
Raising him on waves of d^: 

Up to heaven his trumpets blown# 

0 for the time when Qod^s delight 
Crcnwned 


Hungry ritei^ oflhete /i m .. 
Stretching hands for earth he came: 
Force and Speed astride his tstjsm : 
Pointed ba<^:toj 
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One, with winecups overstrung, 

Cried Mm farewell in Kornevs tongue. 

Who? for the great king turned as though 
Wrath to the shaft’s head strained the bow. 
Nay, not wrath the king possessed, 

But a radiance of the breast. 

In that sound he had the key 
Of his cunning malady. 

Lo, where gleamed the sapphire lake, 

Leo, with his Kome at stake, ^ 

Drew t3lank air to hues and forms; 

Whereof Two that shone distinct, 

Linked as orbed stars are linked. 

Clear among the myriad swarms, 

In a constellation, dashed 
Dull on horse and rider’s eyes 
Sunless light, but light it was — 

Light that blinded and abashed, 

Droze his members, bade him pause, 

Caught him mid-gallop, blazed him home. 
Attila, my Attila! 

What are s^^^a^s tl^t cease to iow ? 

What was Attjlli^ 

Cheated by a Juggler^s eJmw ? J * 

Like that la$;e of Mue intense^ 

Filled hir%f^ was gkssed, 

When deep^rT#^ hie ilteared, Berne I 
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xvn 

Eome! tlie word was: and like meat 
riung to dogs the word was torn. 

Soon Eome’s magic priests shall bleat 
Eound their magic Pope forlorn ! 
Loud they swore the king had sworn 
Vengeance on the Roman cheat, 

Ere he passed as, grave and still, 
Danube through the shouting hill; 
Sworn it by his naked life 1 
Eagle; snakes these women are; 

Take them on the wing! but war, 
Smoking war’s the warrior’s wife I 
Then for plunder ] then for brides 
Won without a winking priest 
Danube whirled his train of tides 
Black toward the yellow East. 

Make the bed for Attila 1 

XTIII 

Chirrups of the trot afield, 

Hurrahs of the battle-charge; 

How they answered; how they pealed. 
When the morning rose and d^ew 
Bow and javelin, lance and. targe, • 
In the I 

Attila, my ] 

Down tlm .hilUpurs, out of tents 
(JlirameriB^Jm nud4ore^; ihre^i^r'^ 
Mists of 
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Forth froin city-alley, court, 

Arch, the hounding horsemen flew. 
Joined along the plains of dew, 

Eaced and gave the rein to sport, 

Closed and streamed like curtain-rents 
Fluttered by a wind, and flowed 
Into squadrons: trumpets blew, 
Chargers neighed, and trappings glowed 
Brave as the bright Orient^s. 

Look on the seas that run to greet 
Sunrise: look on the leagues of wheat : 
Look on the lines and squares that fret 
Leaping to level the lance blood-wet. 
Tens of thousands, man and steed. 
Tossing like field-flowers in Spring; 
Eeady to be hurled at need 
Whither their great lord may sling. 
Finger Eomeward, Eomeward, King! 

Attila, my Attila I 
Still the woman holds him* fast 
As a night-flag round the mast. 


3nx 

Nigh upon the ,ii 

Out of ranks a rdaring^ Mirsi£ ^ ' 

’Ware white Women like the inbofi t 
They ^ poison: they 
Firstifor neiJ ford^e^ 
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Tfe were his before she squealed 
3lind for mother^s milk, and heeled 
Eicking on. her inother^s knee. 

Sis in Sfe and death are we; 

She but one flower of a field. 

“We have given him bliss tenfold 
In an hour to match her night: 

Attila, inj Attila 1 
Still her arms the master hold, 

As on wounds the scarf winds tight. 


XJS . 

O^er Danuk^ day no more^ 
like the warrior^s planted spear, 
Stood to hail the Eling: in fear 
"Western daj knocked at his door* 
Attila, my Attila! 

Sudden in the army’s ejes 
Soiled a blast of lights and cries: 
Hashing through them: are ye ! 

Bead, ye Hna®, and tom |n^meal I 
See the orders army reel 
Strieken throngh the ribs: and see, 
"Wild fox speed to cheat despair, 
Horsemen, olutching knee to chin, 
Croach and- fitey know not where. 

Attila, my Attila! 

Faces covered, feces bare, 
light the palace-front like jets 
Of a dieadfial fesse within. 
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Beating hands and driving hair 
Start on roof and parapets. 

Dost rolls up; the slaughter din. 

— Death to them who call him dead I 
Death to them who doubt the tale ! 
Choking in his dusty veil, 

Sank the sun on his death-bed. 

Make the bed for Attila I 


xx i 

is the room where thunder sleeps. 
Brenzy, as a wave to shore 
Surging, burst the silent door, 

And drew back to awful deeps. 

Breath beaten foam-white* Anew 
Howled and pressed the ghastly crew, 

Like storm-waters over rocks., . ^ ' 

Attila^ my Attila I.. 

Gne long shaft of sunset red 
Laid a finger on the bed. 

Horror, with the snaky locks, 

Shocked the surge to stiffened heaps, 

Hoary asa &egiaeier^s head. 

Faced to the moon. Insane they look. 

Grod it is in heaven who weeps 
Fallen from his hand the Scourge he shook* 
Make the bed for Attila! 
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Square along the conchy and stark, 

Like the sea-rejected thing 
Sea-sucked white, behold their King, 

Attila, my Attila I 

Beams that panted black and bright, 

Scornful lightnings danced their sight: 

Him they see an oak in bud, 

Him an oaklog stripped of bark: 

Him, their lord of day and night, 

White, and lifting up his blood 
Dumb for vengeance. Hame us that, 

Huddled in the corner dark, 

Humped and grinning like a cat, 

Teeth for lips! — 't is she I she stares, 

Glittering through her bristled hairs. 

Bend her! Pierce her to the hilt! 

She is Murder: have her out I 
What! this little fist, as big 
As the southern summer fig! 

She is MadnesSy none may doubt. 

Death, who dares deny her guilt I 
Death, who says his blood she spilt 1 
Make the bed for Attila! 

XXIII 

Torch and lamp and sunset-red 
Pell three-fingered on the bed. 

In fte toreh the beard-hair scant. 

With the great h?reast seemisd to j 



BALLADS AHD BOEMS OE TBAGIC LIFE 

In the yellow lamp the limbs 
Wavered, as the lake-flower swims: 

In the sunset red the dead 
Bead avowed him, dry blood-red. 

XXIV 

Hatred of that abject slave, 

Earth, was in each chieftaihs heart. 
Earth has got him, whom God gave, 
Earth may sing, and earth shall smart I 
Attila, my Attila! 

XXV 

Thus their prayer was raved and ceased. 
Then had Yengeanoe of her feast 
Scent in the& ' 

Which they knew not, but htige ;^in 
Urged Ihem for some victim slain 
Swifl^ and blol^d from the sight. 

Each at each, a crouching beast, 

Glared, and <iuivered for the word. 

Each at each, and all on that, 

Humped and grinning like a cat. 
Head-bound with its hriSal-Wreath 
Then the bitter chamber heard 
Vengeance in a cauldron seethe. 

Hurried counsel rage and craft 
Yelped to hungry men, whose teeth 
Hard the gjt^j lip-ringlet gnawed, 
Glmming till their fury laughed. 
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With, the steel-hilt in the clutch, 

Eyes were shot on her that froze 
In their blood-thirst overawed; 

Burned to rend, yet feared to touch. 

She that was his nuptial rose, 

She was of his heart’s blood clad: 

Oh ! the last of him she had I — 

Could a little fist as big 
As the southern summer fig, 

Bush a dagger’s point to pierce 

Bibs like those ? Who else! They glared 

Each at each. Suspicion fierce 

Many a black remembrance bared. 

Attila, my Attiia I 
Death, who dares deny her guilt! 

Death, who says his blood she spilt I 
Traitor he, who stands between! 

Swift to hell, who harms the Queen! 

She, the wild contention’s cause, 

Combed her hair with quiet paws. 

Make the bed. for Attila I 


XXVI 

'Kight was on the host in arms, 
night, as never night before. 
Hearkened to an army’s roar 
Breaking up in snaky swarms: 
Torch and steel and snorting steed, 
Hunted by the cry of blood, 

Cursed with blindness ^ad for 


jjaIjLiADS akd poems op teagic life 

Where the torches ran a flood, 

Tales of him and of the deed 
Showered like a torrent spray. 

Fear of silence made them strive 
Loud in warrior-hymns that gi’ew 
Hoarse for slaughter yet unwreaked. 
Ghostly FTight across the hive, 

With a crimson finger drew 
Letters on her breast and shrieked. 

Night was on them like the mould 
On the buried half alive. 

Night, their bloody Queen, her fold 
Wound on them and struck them through. 
Make the bed for Attila! 

Earth 

Earth may sing,^and earth sh^l sfli;^^ 
None of - 

They that d'ig with jOeath 
Attila, my Attila! 


xxrviii 

Thus their prayer was:raved and passed; | 

Passed in peace their red sunset: 

Hewn and earthed those men of sweat 
Who had housed him in the vast. 

Where up morm might declare, 

There lies he^j^ his end was there I 

Attila, my Attila I , 
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Kingless was tlie army left: 

Of its head the race bereft. 

Every fury of the pit 
Tortured and dismembered it. 

Lo, upon a silent hour^ 

When the pitch of frost subsides, 
Danube with a shout of power 
Loosens his imprisoned tides ; 

Wide around the frighted plains 
Shake to hear his riven chains, 
Dreadfuller than heaven in wrath, 

As he makes himself a path: 

High leap the ice-cracks, towering pile 
Eloes to bergs, and giant peers 
Wrestle on a drifted isle ; 

Island on ice-island rears ; 

Dissolution battles fast: 

Big the senseless Titans loom, 

Through a mist of common doom 
Striving which shall die the last: 

Till a gentle-breathing morn 
Erees the stream from bank to bank. 

So the Empire built of scorn 
Agonized, dissolved and sank. 

Of the Queen no more was told 
Than of leaf on Danube rolled. 

Make the bed for Attila! 


ANEUKIFS HAKP 


I 

Priitoe of Bards was old Aneiirinj 
He the grand Gododin sang; 

All his numbers threw such fire in. 
Struck his harp so wild a twang; — 
StiU the wakeful Briton, tortows 
Wisdom from ieat f i 

Still it haunts our source of Sorrow^ 
Beep excess of liquor sweet 1 


II 


Here the Briton, there the Saxon, 

Pace to face^i three 

Thirst for light tK> lay their thwacks m 
Each the <#ier wiih good heart. 



Dry ^ #nful; 

of irbh‘^fcnits*'h&'steel^^^^ 
Fresh andrxmring with a skinful, 
Britons round the hirlas reel. 
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III 

Fellow flamed the meady sunset; 

Eed runs up the flag of morn. 

Signal for the British onset 
Hiccups through the British horn. 

Down these hillmen pour like cattle 
Snffing pasture : grim below^ 

Showing eager teeth of battle, 

In his spear-heads lies the foe. 

lY 

— Monster of the sea! we drive him 
Back into his hungry brine. 

—You shall lodge him, feed him, wive him. 
Look on us j we stand in line. 

— Pale sea-monster! foul the waters 
Cast him; foul he leaves our land. 

— You shall yield us land and daughters : 
Stay the tongue, and try the hand. 

V 

Swift as torrent-streams our warriors, 
Tossing torrent lights, find way; 

Burst the ridges, crowd the basfriers, 
Pierce them where^he sp^r-heads play j 
Turn them as the clods in furrow, 

Top them like the leaping foam 5 
Sorrow to the i^ther, sorrow. 

Sorrow "td' home I 
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Stags^ they butted; bulls, they bellowed; 
Hounds, we baited them ; oh, brave! 
Every second man, unfellowed, 

Took the strokes of two, and gave. 

Bare as hop-stakes in Hovember^s 
Mists they met our battle-flood: 
Hoary-red as Winter’s embers 
Lay their dead lines done in blood. 

VII 

Thou, my Bard, didst hang thy lyre in 
Oak-leaves, and with crimson brand 
Ehythmic fury spent, Aneurin ; 

Songs the churls could understand: 
Thrumming on their Saxon sconces 
Straight, the invariable blow, 

Till they snorted true responses, 

Ever thus the Bard they know I * 


VIII 

the wasTifce^a’blfi - 
dropping on the battle dusty, 
yon discordant call ? 
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IX 

Britain then with valedictory 
Shriek veiled off her face and knelt. 
Full of liquor, full of victory, 

Chief on chief old vengeance dealt. 
Backward swung their hurly-biudy; 
Kone but dead men kept the fight. 
They that drink their cup too early, 
Darkness they shall see ere night. 


X 

Loud we heard the yellow rover 
Laugh to sleep, while we raged thick, 
Thick as ants the ant-hill over, 
Asking who has thrust the stick. 

Lo, as frogs that Winter cumbers 
Meet the Spring with stiffen’d yawn, 
We from our hard night of slumbers, 
Marched into the bloody dawn. 


Day on day we fought, though shattered; 
Pushed and met repulses sha^ 

Till our Eaven’s plumes wef^scattered: 
All, save old Anewin’s har^. 

Hear it wailing like a mother 
O’er the strings of children slain 1 
He in one tongue, in another, - -- 

^ I; bhe ifeod, vettwaiiu - 
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XII 

Old Aneurin! droop no longer. 

That squat ocean-scum, we own, 

Had fine stoutness, made us stronger, 
Brought us much-required backbone: 
Claimed of Power their dues, and granted 
Dues to Power in turn, when rose 
Mightier rovers ; they that planted 
Sovereign here the Herman nose. 

XIIT 

Glorious men, with heads of eagles, 
Chopping arms, and cupboard lips; 
Warriors, hunters', keen as beagles, 
Mounted aye on horse or ships. 

Active, being hungry creatures; 

Silent, having nought to say: 

High they raised the lord of features. 
Saxon-worshipped to this day^ 

XIV 

Pea^ i|s de^, great reel tal 1 

Stout as i 

ib led,' a^d. lived.;' a title s 

Jfpw ft is, and names its price. 
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XV 

Know we not our wrongs, unwritten 
Though, they be, Aneurin ? Sword, 
Song, and subtle mind, the Briton 
Brings to market, all ignored. 

^Gainst the Saxon^s bone impinging, 
Still is our Gododin played 5 
Shamed we see him humbly cringing 
In a shadowy nosers shade. 


XVI 

Bitter is the weight that crushes 
Low, my Bard, thy race of fire. 

Here no fair young future blushes 
Bridal to a man’s desire. 

Neither chief, nor aim, nor splendour 
Dressing distance, we perceive. 
Neither honour, nor the tender 
Bloom of promise, morn or eve# 


XVXI 


! Joined we are j a tide of races 
EoEed to meet a common fate 5 
England clasps in her embraces 


Many: what is. 

England her disteiided liilddle 
Thumps with pride as Mainmon’'s wife; 
Says'that thus she reads thy riddl^ , ' 
Heaven I ’t is heaven to 
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XVIII 

0 my Bard! a yellow liquor, 

Like to that we drank of old — 

Gold is her metlieglin beaker, 

She destruction drinks in gold. 

Warn her, Bard, that Power is pressing 
Hotly for his dues this hour j 
Tell her that no drunken blessing 
Stops the onward march of Power. 

XIX 

Has she ears to take forewarnings 
She will cleanse her of her stains, 

Peed and speed for braver mornings 
Valorously the growth of brains. 

Power, the hard man knit for action, 
Beads each nation on the brow. 

Cripple, fool, and petrifaction, 

Fall to him— are falling now! 



y MEN AND MAN 


I 

Men the Angels eyed; 

And here they were wild waves. 
And there as marsh descried, 
Men the Angels eyed. 

And liked the picture best 
Where they were greenly dressed 
In brotherhood of graves. 


Man the Angels marked: 

He led a host through murk, 
On fearftd seas embark^, 






r 
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III 

and Aiig'6ls_^ ye 
A sluggish fen shall drain, 
Shall quell a warring sea. 
Man and Angels, ye, 

Whom stain of strife befouls, 
A light to kindle souls 
Bear radiant in the stain. 






THE LAST CONTENTION 


I 

Young captain of a crazy bark I 
0 tameless heart in battered frame I 
Thy sailing orders have a mark, 

And hers is not the name. 

II 

For action all thine iron clanks 
In cravings for a splendid prize; 
Again to race or bump thy planks 
With any flag that flies. 

in 

Consult them; they are eloquent 
For senses not IheblS^ 

They trust fhe 4 ‘te titb sfei: hafent, 
That leads to land their freight 
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V 

Thou animatest ancient tales^. 

To prove our world of linear seed: 

Thy very virtue now assails, 

A tempter to mislead. 

VI 

But thou hast answer: I am I; 

My passion hallows, bids command: 

And she is gracious, she is nigh: 

One motion of the hand! 

VII 

It will suffice; a whirly tune 
These winds will pipe, and thou perform 
The nodded part of pantaloon 
In thy created storm. 

VIII 

Admires thee ITature with much pride; 
She clasps thee for a gift of morn. 

Till thou art against the tide, 

And then bew^ore her Jjcorn. 


IX 





^ should ^ut.strife befall 
thee! 
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I 

This lady of the luting tongue, 

The flash in darkness, billow’s grace, 

For thee the worship; for the young 
In muscle the embrace. 

XI 

Soar on thy manhood clear from those 
Whose toothless Winter claws at May, 

And take her as the vein of rose 
Athwart an evening grey. 




PEEIANDEE 


I 

Ho’^ died Melissa none dares shape in words. 

A woman who is wife despotic lords 
Count faggot at the question. Shall she live! 
Her son, because his brows were black of her, 
Euns barking for his bread, a fugitive, 

And Corinth frowns on them that feed the cur. 

II 

There is no Corinth save the whip and curb 
Of Corinth, high Periander; the superb 
In magnanimity, in rule severe. 

Up on his marble fortress-tower he sits, 

The city under him: a white yoked steer, 

That bears his heart for pulse, his head for wits 

III 

Bloom of the generous fires of his fair Spring 
Still coloured him when men forbore to sting j 
Admiring ii-eekly where the ordered seeds 
Of his good'^ve^ignty showed gaa^dens trim j 
And owning hoe he ^rtrck at weeds 

.Was Author of thfe^tre^ rmed f^e to him* 
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IV 

His Corintli, to each mood subservient 
In homage, made he as an instrument 
To yield him music with scarce touch of stops. 
He breathed, it piped; he moved, it rose to fly •, 
At whiles a bloodhorse racing till it drops; 

At whiles a crouching dog, on him all eye. 


v 

His wisdom men acknowledged; only one, 

The creature, issue of him, Lyoophron, 

That rebel with his mother in his brows, 
Contested: such an infamous would foul 
Pirene! Little heed where he might house 
The prince gave, hearing: so the fox, the owl I 


m 


To prove the <xod® benignant to his rule> 
The years, whi# festen rigid whoi^ the^^ 
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Fot whicli of his male issue promised grip 
To stride jon people, with the curb and whip ? 
This Lycophron! he sole, the father like, 

Kred prospect of a line in one strong tide. 

By right of mastery; stern will to strike; 

Pride to support the stroke: yea, Godlike pride \ 


Till 

Himself the prince beheld a failing fount. 
His line stretched back unto its holy mount 
The thirsty onward waved for him no sign. 
Then stood before his vision that hard son. 
The seizure of a passion for his line 
Impelled him to the path of Lycophron. 


IX 

The y<m^ was -pebbles in the sea; 

A figure shvmmSi sikmg the ^uay, ' 
Perforce of tho har^ edict for who dared 

him outcast, Hamiog i% hf crc^ed 


Bis fia&er^siook with look proy^. them paired 
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An exile to the Island ere nightfall 

He passed from sight; from the hushed mouths of all 

It had resemblance to a death: and on, 

Against a coast where sapphire shattered white, 
The seasons rolled like troops of billows blown 
To spraymist. The prince gazed on capping night. 


Deaf Age spake in his ear with shouts: Thy sonl 
Deep from his heart life ray^ ^ work not done. 
He heard historic echoes moan his name, 

As of the prince in whom the race had pause 5 
Till Tyranny paternity became, 

And him he hat^ lo^ed he for the cause* 



XII 


Hot Lycophron the exile now appeared, 

But young Periander, from the shadow cleared, 
That haunted his rebellious brows. The prince 
Grew bright for him; saw youth, if seeming loth, 
Eeturii: and of pure pardon to conyince, 
Despatched the messenger most dear with bp^* 
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XIII 

His daugliter, from the exile^s Island home, 

Wrote; as a flight of halcyons o^er the foam, 

Sweet words : her brother to his father bowed; 
Accepted his peace-offering, and rejoiced. 

To bring him back a prince the father vowed. 
Commanded man the oars, the white sails hoist. 


SIY 

He waved the fleet to strain its westward way 
On to the sea^hued hills that crown the bay: 

Soil of those hospitable islanders 

^Vhom now his heart, for honour to his blood, 

Thanked. They should learn what boons a prince confers 
When happiness enjoins him gratitude I 


XV 

in watch upon tie offing, worn with hast© 

To see his fouth revived, ahd, close «brad@d> 
who subdued him, who had #fne4 
Surely tie ^^alesl battle between 

Jnee young Af>£aio;-s%laedi ' , , 

Parti's priBee liiaself looke 
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XVI 

Errors aforetime unperoeived were bared, 

Co be by Ms young masterful repaired; 

Renewed Ms great ideas gone to smoke ; 
lis policy confirmed amid the surge 
)f States and people fretting at bis yoke, 
md lo, tbe fleet brown-flocked on the sea-verge 1 


XVII 

ars pulled; they streamed in barbour; without cbeei 
or welcome shadowed rotind tbe beating bier* 
bey, whose approach in such rare pomp and stress 
f numbers the free islanders dismayed 
t Tyranny come masking to oppress, 

Dund Lycopbron this breathless, this lone-laid. 



ho smote the man thrown open to young joy ? 
le image of the mother of his boy 
ime forth from Ms unwary breast in wreaths, 
ith eyes. And shall a woman, that extinct, 

Qite out of dust the Powerful who breathes ? 

3r loved the son; her served; they Jay close-linlnf^^iii 
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XIX 

Dead was he, and demanding earth. Demand 
Sharper for vengeance of an instant hand. 

The Tyrant in the father heard him cry, 

And raged a plague; to prove on free Hellenes 
How prompt the Tyrant for the Persian dye ; 
How black his Gods behind their marble screens; 




SOLON' 


I 


The Tyrant passed, and friendlier was Ms eye 
On the great man of Athens, whom for foe 
He knew, th^ on the syeophsmtio fry 


•That broke;!^'^ 


Bubbled atjW^^ 56 &d fearn • 

Solidity tiie Thtinderer conld not shake, 

Beneath an adverse wind still stripping bare, 

His kinsman, of the light-in-cavern look, 

Trom thought drew, and a countenance could wear 
Not less at peace than fields in Attic air 
Shorn, and shown fruitful by the reaper^s hook. 


II 


Most enviable so; yet much insane 
To deem of minds of men they growl tile^^e sheep^ 
By fits wild horses, need the crook and rein j 
Hot bulls by fits, pure wisdom hold they cheap, 
Mj Lawgiver, when fiery is the mood. .;: 
Bor ones and twos and threes thy words a 
I Bor tMne own 
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Stand acts to fit the herd; which has quick thirsh^ 
Eejecting elegiacs, though they shine 
On polished brass, and, worthy of the ITine, 

In showering columns from their fountain burst. 

III 

Thus museful rode the Tyrant, princely xDlumed, 

To his high seat upon the sacred rock: 

And Solon, blank beside his rule, resumed 
The meditation which that passing mock 
Had buffeted awhile to sallowness. 

He little loved the man, his oMce less, 

Yet owned him for a flower of his kind. 

Therefore the heavier curse on Athens he ! 

The people grew not in themselves, but blind^ 
Accepted sight from him, to Mm reigned 
Their hopes of stature, rootless as at 

IV 

As under sea lay Solon’s work, or seemed 
By turbid shore-waves beaten day by day ; 

Defaced, half-formless, like an image dreamed, 

Or child that fashioned in another clay 
Appears, by strangers^ hands to homei tetwned. 

But shall the Present tyrannize ? ea3rji€?d „ 

It was in some way, justly says the ^age, - 
One se^ not how, wMfo Iswasba^ing regrets f 
While tosshig scoxn aba:oad^^om r^hteous rage, 
High visi<^ isfObsCu^ed > fm this is a^ 

When robbed Jtlmre ixilant than the babe it fret^ J 



BALLADS AISTD POEMS OE TBAGIC LIFE 
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Yet see Athenians treading the black path 
Laid by a princess shadow ! well content 
To wait his pleasure; shivering at his wrath : 
They bow to their accepted Orient 
With offer of the all that renders bright: 
Lorgetful of the growth of men to light, 

As creatures reared on Persian milk they bow. 
Unripe I unripe I The times are overcast. 

But still may they who sowed beliind the plough 
True seed fiz in the mind an unborn Now 
To make the plagues afi 3 .icting us things past. 




bellerophon. 


Maimeb, beggared, grey; seeking an alms ; with nod 
Of palsy doing task of tbanks for bread; 

Upon tbe stature of a Gnd, 

He -whom tbe Gods have struck bends low his head. 


II 

Weak words he has, that slip the nerveless tongue 
Deformed, like his great frame: a broken arc: 
Once radiant as the javelin flung 

Eight at the centre breastplate of his mark. 

«#■' =* 

III 

Oft pausing on his white-eyed inward look. 

Some undermountain narrative he tells, 

As gapped by tykian heat the brook 
Cut from the source that in the upland swells, 

rv 

The who dole Mm and crust, 

Wilh him prate: 

-And snow, and comes the dtmt, 

Ooaaes Qie d^d more bent of JatOi. 
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V 

A crazy beggar grateful for a meal 
Has ever of himself a world to say. 

hor them he is an ancient wheel 
Spinning a knotted thread the livelong day. 

VI 

He cannot, nor do they, the tale connect; 

For never singer in the land had been 
Who him for theme did not reject: 

Spurned of the hoof that sprang the Hippocrene. 

VII 

Albeit a theme of flame to bring them straight 
The snorting white-winged brother of the wave, 
They hear him as a thing by fate 
Cursed in unholy babble to his grave. 

VIII 

As men that spied the wings, that heard the snort, 
Their sires have told; and of a martial prince 
Bestriding him; and old report 
Speaks of a monster slain by one long since. 

Is 

There is that story of the golden bit. 

By Goddess given to tame the lightning steed: 

A. mortal who could mount, and sit 
Flying, and up Olympus midway speed* . ^ ^ ^,; 
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X 

He rose like tke loosed fountain’s utmost leap; 

He played tke star at span of heaven right o’er 
Men’s heads: they saw the snowy steep, 

Saw the winged shoulders ; him they saw not more. 

XI 

He fell: and says the shattered man, I fell: 

And sweeps an arm the height an eagle wins; 

And in his breast a mouthless well 
Heaves the worn patches of his coat of skins. 

XII 

Lo, this is he in whom the surgent springs 
Of recollections richer than our skies 
To feed the flow of tuneful strings, 

Show but a pool of scum for shooting flies. 





PHA^THOK 


ATTEMPTED m THE GALLIAMBIC MEASURE. 

At the coming up of Phoebus the all-luminous charioteer^ 

Bouble-visaged stand the mountains in imperial multi¬ 
tudes, 

And with shadows dappled men sing to him. Hail, 0 Benefi¬ 
cent! 

For they shudder chill, the earth-vales, at his clouding, 
shudder to black; 

In the light of him there is music thro’ the poplar and 
river-sedge, 

Renovation, chirp of brooks, hum of the forest — an ocean- 
song. 

S'ever pearl from ocean-hollows by the diver exultingly, 

h his breathlessness, above thrust^ is as earth to Helios. 

Vho nstftpg his place there, rashest? Aphrodite’s loved 
one it is! 

his son the flaming Sun-God, to th6 tender youth, 
Phaethon, 

ule of day this day surrenders as a thing hereditary, 

aving sworn by Styx tremendous, for the proof of his 

e would grant his son’s petition, whatsoever thfe* sigp 
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Then, rejoiced, the stripling answered: ‘Rule of day give 
me 5 give it me^ 

^Giye me place that men may see me how I blaze, and 
transcendingly, 

*1, divine, proclaim my birthright.’ Darkened Helios, and 
his utterance 

Choked prophetic: ^ 0 half mortal 1 ’ he exclaimed in an 
agony, 

fQ lost son of mine! lost son! Kol put a prayer for 
another thing : 

^Kot for this: insane to wish it, and to crave the gift 
impious! 

^ Cannot other gifts my godhead shed upon thee ? miracu¬ 
lous 

Mighty gifts to prove a blessing, that to earth thou shalt 
be a joy ? 

^ Gifts of healing, wherewitih men walk as the Gods benefi¬ 
cently ; 

‘ As a God to sway to concord hearts of men, reconciling 
them; 

^ Gifts of verse, the lyre, the laurel, therewithal that thine 


origin 

Shall he Imown even as when I strike on liie Slrihg’<i shell 

* And the golden notes, like medicine, darting straight to the 
’" "'pities, • - ■ ■ ■ ■■ ■■ 

-- till hearts of men boun^^^^ 

; ’Sut the. fdrb'e of his 




f^^^-waves scattered broad from the 
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Wiiat shall move a soul from madness? Lost, lost in. 
delirium, 

Eock‘fast, the adolescent to his father, irreverent, 

the oath! the oath! thine oath! ^ cried. The effulgent 
foreseSr then, 

Quivering in his loins parental, on the boy^s beaming 
countenance 

Looked and moaned, and urged him for love’s sake, for 
sweet life’s sake, to yield the claim. 

To abandon his mad hunger, and avert the calamity. 

But he, vehement, passionate, called out: ‘Let me show I 
am what I say, 

‘That the taunts I hear be silenced; I am stung with their 
whispering. 

‘ Only, Thou, my Bather, Thou tell how aloft the revolving 
wheels. 

How aloft the cleaving horse-crests I may guide peremp¬ 
torily. 

Till I drink the shadows, fire-hot, like a flower celestial. 

And my fellows see me curbing the fierce steeds, the dear 
dew-drinkers : 

Yea, for this I gaze bn life’s light ; throw for this any 
sacrifice.’ 

II the eud foreseeing, Phoebus, to his oath irrevocable, 

owed obedienl^ deploring the insanity pitiless. 

hen the flame-outsnorting horses were led forth: it was so 
decreed. 

iiey were yoked before the glad youth by his si^er- 
ancillaiies. 

the ripple ripples follow’d, as of aurea^ie' 
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Dowa their flanks, while they impatient pawed desire of 
the distances, 

And the bit with fury champed. Oh! unimaginable delight I 

tJaimagined speed and splendour in the circle of upper air! 

Glory grander than the armed host upon earth singing 
victory I 

Chafed the youth with their spirit surcharged, as when 
blossom is shaken by winds, 

Marked that labour by his sister Phaethontiades finished, 
quick 

On the slope of the car his forefoot set assured: and the 
morning rose: 

Seeing whom, and what a day dawned, stood the God, as in 
harvest fields, 

When the reaper grasps the full sheaf and the sickle that 
severs it: 

Hugged the withered head w;itli one hand, with the other, 
to indicate 

(If this woe might be averted, this immeasurable etU), 

T^ai d the kindling course in view, told how the reins to 
manipulate: 

Hamed tl^ horses fondly, fearful, caution’d urgently 
betweenwhiles: 


Their dwelt on, and their wantonness. 



Thai Voice of S:6ne K^d in r^tr^t ;. hut the 

curb, He;s^ieri^ih w^re'ffi 





»It is I here^ I The shouted, glancing down with supremacy; 
^ITot to any of you was this gift granted ever in annals of 
men; 

^ I alone what only Gods can, I alone am governing day I ^ 
Short the triumph, brief his rapture; see a hurricane 
suddenly 

Beat the lifting billow crestless, roll it broken this way and 
that; — 

it the leap on yielding ether, in despite of his reprimand, 
Swayed tumultuous the fire-steeds, plunging reckless hither 
and yon; 

Jnto men a great amazement, all agaze at the Troubled 
East: — 

i^itifully for mastery striving in ascension, the charioteer, 
lemiuiscent, drifts of counsel caught confused in his arid 
wits; 

?he reins stiff ahind his shoulder madly pulled for the 
mastery, 

hll a thunder off the tense chords thro’ his ears dinn&d 
horrible. 

'anic seized him; fled his vision of inviolability; 

'led the dream that he of mortals rode mischances pre¬ 
dominant ; 

mdhe cried, ^Had I petitioned for a cup of chill aconite, 
Bly descent to awfuh Hades had been soft, for now must 
I go 

With, the curse by father Z^us cast on ambition immoderate. 
!)h, my sisters I Thou, my Goddess, in whose love I was 
enviable, 

I’rohi whose arms I rushed befrenzied, what a wreck will 
this body b^ 




XV^l 


jiAux.AJL>a AJSi> POEMS OF TBAGIC LIFE 


^That admired of tliee stood rose-warm in the courts where 
thy mysteries 

rCelebration had from me^ me the most splendidly privi¬ 
leged ! 

^ Never more shall I thy temple fill with incenses bewilder- 
ing; 

^Not again hear thy half-murmnrs — I am lost!—-never, 
never more. 

^ I am wrecked on seas of air, hurled to my death in a vessel 
of flame! 

* Hither, sisters! Father, save me!- Hither, succour me, 
Cypria 1 ’ 

Now a wail of men to Zens rang; from Olympus the 
Thunderer 

Saw the rage of the havoc wide-mouthed, the bright car 
superimpending 

Over Asia, Africa, low down; ruin flaming over the vales 5 

Light disastrous rising savage out of smoke inveterately 5 

Beast-black, conflagration like a menacing shadow move 

With voracious roaring southward, w&efe aslSl^ insuffer¬ 
able, 

The bright steeds careered their parched way down ah 'arc 
of the firmament. 

' For the day grew like to/tHck night, and the orb was its 
bea^n-fire, 

' Andl&bin flUl to hill of darkness burst the day^s apparition 

fo^tej::-V.rV.' 

Lo, a wi^@fepe%. a God, stood in the chariot ever lowering: 

raced there to outetrip the legiti- 

V ^ mate hours: :. 




f-% ^,i4t .cw-J-'^xy jl vyjLxuju^ v**.- 


hoj the ravished beams of Phoebus dragged in shame at the 
chariot-wheels: 

Light of days of happy pipings by the mead-singing 
rivulets! 

Lo; lo, increasing lustre, torrid breath to the nostrils 5 lo, 

Torrid brilliancies thro’ the vapours lighten swifter,. pene¬ 
trate them, 

Fasten merciless, ruminant, hueless, on earth’s frame crack¬ 
ling busily. 

He aloft, the frenzied driver, in the glow of the universe. 

Like the paling of the dawn-star withers visibly, he aloft: 

Bitter fury in his aspect, bitter death in the heart of him. 

Crouch the herds, contract the reptiles, crouch the lions 
under their paws. 

White as metal in the furnace are the faces of human¬ 
kind : 

Inarticulate creatures of earth, dumb all await the ultimate 
shock. 

To the bolt he launched, ^ Strike dead, thou,’ uttered Zeus, 
very terrible; 

‘Perish folly, else ’tis man’s fate’5 and the bolt flew 
unerringly. 

Then the kindler stooped; from the torch-car down th^ 
measureless altitudes 

Leaned his rayless head, relinquished rein and footing^ 
raised not a cry. 

Like the flower on the river’s surface when expanding it 
vanishes. 

Gave his limbs to right and left, quenched: and so fell hs 
precipitate. 



_ ±'UiJ3MS OF TEAGrIC LIFE 

Seen of men as a glad rain-fall, sending coolness yet ere it 
comes: 

So he showered above them, shadowed o’er the blue archi- 
pelagoes, 

O’er the silken-shining pastures of the continents and the 
isles: 

i 

So descending brought revival to the greenery of our earth,' 

Lither, noisy in the breezes now his sisters shivering weep. 

By the river flowing smooth out to the vexed sea of Adria^, 

Where he fell, and where they suffered sudden change to 
the tremulous , 

Ever-wailful trees bemoaning him, a bruised purple cycla- 


men. 




A READING OP EARTH 

SEED-TIME 

I 

Flowees of tlie willow-herb are wool; 
Flowers of the briar berries red; 

Speeding their seed as the breeze may rnle^ 
Flowers of the thistle loosen the thread. 
Flowers of the clematis drip in beard, 

Slack from the fir-tree yonngly climbed; 
Chaplets in air, flies foliage seared; 

Heeled upon earth, lie clusters rimed. 

Where were skies of the mantle stained 
Orange and scarlet, a coat <5f frieze 
Travels from Horth till day has waned, 
Tattered, soaked in the dit<A^s dyes; 
Tumbles the rook under grejr or slate; 

Else enfolding us, damps to the bone; 
Harrows the world to my neighbour's gate; 
Paints iife as a wheezy erone. - -- 


-too-^ 

-EAkTH 

i 

i 

III 


'Sow seems none but the spider lord^ 

Star in circle bis web waits prey, 

Silvering busb-mounds, blue brushing sward^ 
Slow mns the hour, swift flits the ray. 

Sow to bis tbread-sbroud is be nigb, 

Mgb to tbe tangle where wings are sealed, 
He wbo frolicked tbe jewelled fly; 

All is adroop on tbe down and tbe weald* 


IV 

Mists more lone for tbe sbeep-bell enwrap 
ITigbts that tardily let slip a morn 
Paler than moons, and on noontide^s lap 
Plame dies cold, like tbe rose late born, 
Eose born late, born withered in bud! — 

I, even I, for a zenith of sun 
Cry, to fulfil me, nourish my blood: 

0 for a day of tbe long ligbl, one! 


Master the bi^^d^ nor read by chills, 

Earth admonished v' ilast thou ploughed. 
Sown, reaped, harvested grain for tbe mills} 
b^^be light over sbadow^l^ cloudi^ 








A BEADESTG- OF EABTH 


YI 

Verily now is our season of seed, 

ISTow in our Autumn; and Earth discerns 
Them that have served her in them that can read, 
Glassing, where under the surface she burns. 
Quick at her wheel, while the fuel, decay. 
Brightens the fire Of renewal: and we? 

Death is the word of a-bovine day, 

Elnow you the breast of the springing To-be. 



hard weather 

Bttbsts from a rending East in flaws 
-Tire young green leaflet’s liarrier, sworn 
To strew the garden, strip the shaws, 
And show our Spring with banner torn. 
Was ever such virago morn? 

The wind has teeth, the wind has claws. 
All the wind’s wolves through woods are 
The wild wind’s falconry aloft. 

Shrill underfoot the grassblade shrews, 
At gallop, clumped, and down the croft 
Bestrid by shadows, beaten, tossed; 

It seems a scythe, it seems a rod. 

The howl is up at the howl’s accost; 

The shivers greet and the shivers nod. 


Is the land ship? we are rolled, we drive 
Tritonly, cleaving hiss and hum; 

Whirl with the dead, or mount or dive. 
Or down in dregs, or on in scum. 


And drums the distamt^ pipes the near. 

And vale and hill siie grey in grey. 

As when the surge is crumbling sheer, 

^d sea-mews wing the haze of spray. 

—i. gje they bony Tvitches ? -— swarms 
robber’s flight, 
hxarms: 


i>afil^ Sv?ift cpa fba 


It peeps, ’t is n^jhfc 



A BEADING OE EABTH 

Black while over the loop of blue 

The swathe is closed, like shroud on corse. 

Lo, as if swift the Furies flew, 

The Fates at heel at a cry to horse! 

Interpret me the savage whirr: 

And is it hTature scourged, or she, 

Her offspring’s executioner, 

Eeducing land to barren sea? 

But is there meaning in a day 
When this fierce angel of the air, 

Intent to throw,- and haply slay, 

Can,- for what breath of life we bear. 

Exact the Wrestle? Call to mind 
The many meanings glistening up 
When Hature to her nurslings kind. 

Hands them the fruitage and the cup! 

And seek we rich significance 
Hot otherwhere than with those tides 
Of pleasure on the sunned expanse. 

Whose flow deludes, whose ebb derides? 

Look in the face of men -^ho fare 
Lock-mouthed, a match in luh^ and thews 
For this fierce angel of the air, 

To twist with him and take his bruise. 

That is the face beloved of old 
Of Earth, young mother of her brood: 

Hor broken for us shows the mould 
When muscle is in mind renewed: 

Though fcifther from her nature rude^ ^ 
Yet ne^er to her Spirit’s holdr^ 



no 
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And thongL. of gentler mood serene, 

Still forceful of her fountain-jet. 

So shall her blows be shrewdly met, 

Be luminously read the scene 
Where Life is at her grindstone set, 
That she may give us edgeing keen. 
String us for battle, till as play 
The common strokes of fortune shower. 
Such meaning in a dagger-day 
Our wits may clasp to wax in power. 
Yea, feel us warmer at her breast, 

By spin of blood in lusty drill, 

Than when her honeyed hands caressed. 
And Pleasure, sapping, seemed to fill. 


( Behold the life at ease; it drifts. 

The sharpened life commands its course. 

She winnows, winnows roughly; sifts, 

To dip her chosen in her source: 

I Contention is the vital force, 

Whence pluck they brain, het prize of gifts. 
Sky of the senses I on which height, 

Not disconnected, yet released. 

They see how spirit comes to light, 

Through coh^ti^ of the biner heast, 

Which Measure tames to movement sane, 

In harmony with what is fair. 

Nevef is Earth ihisread hy brain: 

That Is wel^ 

Eie . w& one kfep beyond, . 

Pbr l5k4^^^^^^iee;7&Ld more. 
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Benignest Mnship bids respond, 

When wail the weak, and then restore 
Whom days as fell as this may rive, 

While Earth sits ebon in her gloom, 

Us atomies of life alive 
Unheeding, bent on life to come. 

Her children of the labouring brain, 

These are the champions of the race, 

True parents, and the sole humane, 

With understanding for their base. 

Earth yields the milk, but all her mind 
Is vowed to thresh for stouber stock. 

Her passion for old giantkind, 

That scaled the mount, uphurled the rock, 
Devolves on them who read aright 
Her meaning and devoutly serve; 

Hor in her starlessness of night 
Peruse her with the craven nerve; 

But even as she from grass to corn, 

To eagle high from grubbing mole, 

Prove in strong brain her noblest bom, 
The station for the flight of soul. 



THE SOTJTH-WESTEE 


jOaY of the cloud in fleets! 0 day 

Of wedded white and blue, that sail 
Immingled, with a footing ray 
In shadow-sandals down our vale I — 

And swift to ravish golden meads, 

Swift up the run of turf it speeds, 

Thy bright of head and dark of heel, 

To where the hilltop flings on sky. 

As hawk from wrist or dust from wheel. 
The tiptoe scalers tossed to fly: — 

Thee the last thunder^s caverned peal 
Delivered from a wailful night; 

All dusky round thy cradled light^ 

Those brine-born issues, now in bloom 
Transfigured, wreathed as raven’s plume 
And briony-leaf to watch thee lie ; 

Dark eyebrows o’er a dreamful eye 
Nigh opening: till in the braid 
Of purpled vapours thou wert rosed: 

Till that new babe a Goddess maid 
Appeared and vividly disclosed 
Her beat of life: then crimson played 
On edges of the plume and leaf; 

Shape had they and fair feature brief, 

The wings, the-smiles ; ih^ Bew the breast 
llarai’s-; 5 fliat imperial ma?ch 
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Their standards led for earth, none guessed 
Ere upward of a coloured arch. 

An arrow straining eager head 
Lightened, and high for zenith sped. 

Eierier followed; followed Fire. 
iTame the young lord of Earth^s desire, 
Whose look her wine is, and whose mouth 
Her music! Beauteous was she seen 
Beneath her midway West of South; 

And sister was her quivered green 
To sapphire of the ISFereid eyes 
On sea when sun is breeze; she winked 
As they, and waved, heaved waterwise 
Her flood of leaves and grasses linked: 

A myriad lustrous butterflies 
A moment in the fluttering sheen; 

Becapped with the slate air that throws 
The reindeer^s antlers black between 
Low-frowning and wide-fallen snows, 

A minute after; hooded, stoled 
To suit a graveside Season’s dirg'e. 

Lo, but the breaking of a surge, 

And she is in her lovea^s foldf - . 

Illumined o’er a? boundless rtoge 
Anew: and through quick morning hours 
The Tropic-Arctic counterchange 
Did seem to pant in bea^ md show^ 


Shi noon beheld a* larger hbSvenj 






A BEADIKG OE EAETH 

Fresh as when dews were grey or first 
Receiyed the flush of hues athirst. 

Heard we the woodland^ eyeing sun,. 

As harp and harper were they one. 

A murky cloud a fair pursued, 

Assailed, and felt the limbs elude: 

He sat him down to pipe his woe. 

And some strange beast of sky became: 

A giant’s club withheld the blowj 
A milky cloud went all to flame. 

And there were groups where silvery springs 
The ethereal forest showed begirt 
By companies in choric rings. 

Whom but to see made ear alert. 

For music did each movement rouse, 

And motion was a minstrel’s rage 
To have our spirits out of house, 

And bathe them on the open page. 


This was a day that knew not age. 

Since flew the vapoury twos and threes 
From western pile to eastern rack 5 
As on from peaks of Pyrenees 
To Graians; youngness ruled the track. 
When songful beams were shut in caves, . 
And rainy drapery swept across; 

When the ranked clouds were downy wave^ 
of swan,, eagle, ^ . 

in ordered lineAto sforeen the Hue, 
Youngest-we l^ew*.. >- 
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The silver finger of it laughed 
Along the narrow rift: it shot, 

Slew the huge gloom with golden shaft. 
Then haled on high the volnmed blot. 
To build the hurling palace, cleave 
The dazzling chasm 5 the flying nests, 
The many glory-garlands weave, 


Whose presence not our sight attests 
Till wonder with the splendour blent, 
And passion for the beauty flown, 
Make evanescence permanent, 

The thing at heart our endless own. 


Only at gathered eve knew we 
The marvels of the day: for then 
Mount upon mountain out of sea 
Arose, and to our spacious ken 
Trebled sublime Olympus round 
In towering amphitheatre. 

Colossal on enormous mound. 

Majestic gods we saw confer. 

They wafted the Dream-messenger 
From off the loftiest, the crowned: 

That Lady of the hues of foam 
In sun-rays: who, close under dome, 

A figure on the foot^s descent. 

Irradiate to vapour went. 

As one whose mission wa;s resigned; 
Dispieced, undraped, dissolved to threads^ 
Melting she passed into the mind, - 

Where i&ia6r|^. vith 
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Whereby was known that we had viewed 
The union of our earth and skies 
Eenewed: nor less alive renewed 
Than when old bards, in nature wise, 
Conceived pure beauty given to eyes, 
And with undyingness imbued. 

Pageant of man’s poetic brain, 

His grand procession of the song, 

It was; the Muses and their train; 

Their God to lead the glittering throng; 
At whiles a beat of forest gong; 

At whiles a glimpse of Python slain. 
Mostly divinest harmony, 

The lyre, the dance. We could believe 
A life in orb and brook and tree 
And cloud; and still holds Memory 
A morning in the eyes of eve» 



THE THEUSH IK FEBEUAEY 


I KNOW him, February's thrush, 

And loud at eve he valentines 
On sprays that paw the naked bush 
Where soon will sprout the thorns and bin 

Now ere the foreign singer thrills 
Our vale his plain-song pipe he pours, 

A herald of the million bills j 
And heed him not, the loss is yours. 


My study, flanked with ivied fir 

And budded beech with dry leaves curled, 

Perched over yeW and juniper. 

He neighbours, piping to his world: — 


The wooded pathways dank on.'*^o^% 
The branches on grey cloud a web^ 
The long green roller of the down, 

An ima^e of the deluge-ebb: 

And fartber, lihey may hear along 
The sfe^am beneath the pop Jar row. 
By fit^: like felling rocks, the song 






A EEABIFG- OF EABTH 

But most he loves to front the vale 
When waves of warm South-western rains 
Have left our heavens clear in pale, 

With faintest beck of moist red veins; 

Vermilion wings, by distance held 
To pause aflight while fleeting swift: 

And high aloft the pearl inshelled 
Her lucid glow in glow will lift 5 

A little south of coloured sky; 

Directing, gravely amorous, 

The human of a tender eye 
Through pure celestial on us: 

Eemote, not alien; still, not cold; 
IJnraying yet, more pearl than star; 

She seems a while the vale to hold 
In trance, and homelier makes the far. 

Then Earth her sweet unscented breathes; 
An orb of lustre quits the height; 

And like broad iris-flags, in wreaths 
The sky takes' darkn^s, Icrig "ere'^nlte* 

His Island voice then shall you hear^ 

Hop ever after separate , 
ikom of the ye^ 


A EEADIKG- OP EABTH 

He sings me, out of Winter’s tliroat, 
The young time with the life ahead; 
And my youug time his leaping note 
Eecalls to spirit-mirth from dead. 


Imbedded in a land of greed, 

Of mammon-quakings dire as Earth’s, 
My care was but to soothe my need; 

At peace among the little worths. 

To light and song my yearning aimed; 
To that deep breast of song and light 
Which men have barrenest proclaimed; 
As’t is to senses pricked with fright. 


So mine are these new fruitings rich 
The simple to the common brings; 

I keep the youth of souls who pitch 
Their joy in this old heart of things : 


Who feel the 'doining ydting ftye, ' * 
Thrice hopeful dtt the ground we plough? 
Alive for' life, awake to die; 

One voice to cheer the SeediasKlfcrw."' ' 

- . Si? 


Full lasting is the kohf,’-„ 

The slagSr, pai^ses: 1^11% 
FOTi^odls tfdl leift in uSur|v" ■ 
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With that I bear my senses fraught 
Till what I am fast shoreward drives. 
They are the vessel of the Thought. 

The vessel splits, the Thought survives. 


Nought else are we when sailing brave, 
Save husks to raise and bid it burn. 
Glimpse of its livingness will wave 
A light the senses can discern 


Across the river of the death, 

Their close. Meanwhile, 0 twilight bird 
Of promise! bird of happy breath! 

I hear, I would the City heard. 

The City of the smoky fray; 

A i)rodded ox, it drags and moans: 

Its Morrow no man’s child j its Day 
A vulture’s morsel beaked to bones. 


It strives without a mark for strife; 

It feasts beside a famished host: 

The loose restraint of w^ton life, 
That threatened i)eW3;ice m t^ ghost ! 


Yet there onr battle urgee.; ffiere., ^ . r. / ? 
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Life was to them the bag of grain, 
And Death the weedy harrow^s tooth* 
Those warriors of the sighting brain 
Give worn Humanity new youth. 


Our song and star are they to lead 
The tidal multitude and blind 
From bestial to the higher breed 
By fighting souls of love divined. 


They scorned the ventral dream of peace, 
Unknown in nature. This they knew: 
That life begets with fair increase 
Beyolid the fleikh, if life be true. 


Just reason based on valiant blood, 

The instinct bred afield \^ould match 
To pipe thereof a Swelling fiodd, 

Were men of Earth fhade Wise in watch. 


Though ntjt^the' httiaMts c6nn^^^(^ 

An urff fiiigdit ^hey father Tiiile. 
She shapes toew her dusty ctops; 

Her quick M their oWn ‘ ■ 


Of theTr 6^ 
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She, judged of shrinking nerves, appears 
A Mother whom no cry can melt; 

Eut read her past desires and fears, 

The letters on her breast are spelt. 


A slayer, yea, as when she pressed 
Her savage to the slaughter-heaps, 
To sacrifice she prompts her best: 
She reaps them as the sower reaps. 


But read her thought to speed the race, 
And stars rush forth of blackest night; 
You chill not at a cold embrace 
To come, nor dread a dubious might. 

Her double visage, double voice, 

In oneness rise to quench the doubt. 
This breath, her gift, has only choice 
Of service, breathe we in or out. 


Since Pain and Pleasure on each hand 
Led our wild steps from slimy rock 
To yonder sweeps of igkrdenlahdi 
We breathe hut to be sweiS'Sr hloct. 


The sightog brain her gq^ - 

AccesptSf. obeys those ; 

By ■ V ; 

, To; soraoJh#;^^1^ so^e fhe’wxaalhr . 
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Is more, no mask; a flame, a stream. 
Flame, stream, are we, in mid career 
From torrent source, delirious dream, 

To heaven-reflecting currents clear. 

And why the sons of Strength have been 
Her cherished offspring ever; how 
The Spirit served by her is seen 
Through Law; perusing love will show. 

Love born of knowledge, love that gains 
Vitality as Earth it mates, 

The meaning of the Pleasures, Pains, 

The Life, the Death, illuminates. 

For love we Earth, then serve we all^ 
Her mystic secret then is ours: 

We fall, or view our treasures fall. 
Unclouded, as beholds her flowers 

Earth, from a night of w 

Enrobed in mn^ing^. , 

When lowly, with a broken neck, 

The crocus lays her cheek to mire. / 



THE APPEASEMENT OF DEMETER 


I 

Demeteb devastated our good land, 

In blackness for her daughter snatched below. 
Smoke-pillar or loose hillock was the sand, 

Where soil had been to clasp warm seed and throw 
The wheat, vine, olive, ripe to Summer^s ray. 

Now whether night advancing, whether day, 

Scarce did the baldness show: 

The hand of man w'as a defeated hand. 


n 

Necessity, the primal goad to growth, 

Stood shrunken; iaiid Age appeared pne; 

Like Winter Suirifiei^sloth; 

Noir was there ]|feWer wherefore beamed the sun, 
Or why laen drew the breath to carry pain. 
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Lean grassblades losing green on their bent flags, 

Sang chilly to themselves; lone honey-bees 
Pursued the flowers that were not with dry bagsj 
Sole sound aloud the snap of sapless trees, 

More sharp than slingstones on hard breastplates hurled 
Back to first chaos tumbled the stopped world. 

Careless to lure or please. 

A nature of gaunt ribs, an Earth of crags. 


No smile Bemeter cast: the gloom she saw) 

Well draped her direful musing^ for in glooi% 

In thicker gloom, deep down the cavern-maw. 

Her sweet had vanished; liker unto whom, 

And whose pale place of habitation mute, . 
She and all seemed wheje i^l^ons, pledged for fft# 
Anciently, gaped for bloom: 

Wliere hand of man was as a plucj^^d fowBs ^ 


Jhf y?r^ful Qi?.een descended, on a v^e, . . 

^e the ravished hoijr, for ri,o]^.s^^^h ; 

lamSb, maiden of thess, : i 

ier .. ,, 

.at IbeijL:%SS j^ts, w-ete; goji^ ■ ■ H;: j ,, 
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VI 


lambe, her dear mountain^rivulet 
To waken laughter from cold stones, beheld 
A riven wheatfield cracking for the wet, 

And seed like infantas teeth, that never swelled, 
Apeep up flinty ridges, milkless round. 

Teeth of the giants marked she where thin ground 
Eocky in spikes rebelled 
Against the hand here slack as rotted net, 

VII 

The valley people up the ashen scoop 
She beckoned, aiming hopelessly to win 
Her Mistress in compassion of yon^group 
^ So pinched and widened; with their aged grin, 

Eor lack of warmth to smile on inbuths of woe, 
White as in chalk outlining little 0 ■ 

Dumb, from a falling chin; 

Young, old, alike half-bent to make the hoop, 


VIII 

Their tongues of bifcfe they ■v^gged, weak-voiced as when. 
Dark underwat^ers'" ' ; 

With cluck and uppfear quiver of ‘ ^ \ 

rn giras^^^^^ pecking; cry before t!4e crb^’S^ ‘ ■ 

Eelentlessly: their gold-hafce^-S&aye6,' &eir fount- r i 
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A figure of black rock by sunbeams crowned 
Tbrougb st9rmclouds, where the volumed shades enfold 
An earth in awe before the claps resound 
And woods and dwellings are as billows rolled, 

The barren hTourisher unmelted shed 
Death from the looks that wandered with the dead 
Out of the realms of gold, 

In famine for her lost, her lost unfound. 


lambe from her Mistress tripped j she raised 
The cattle-call above the mo» of prayer^ . 

And slowly out of fields their- fancy grazed, 

Among the droves, defilid a horse and mare: % 

The wrecks of horse and maresuch ribs as view 
Seas that have strnck brave ,ghips ashore, while through 
' ^ . Shoots the swift'fbamspit: tere 
They nodded, and Demeter on them gazed. 


Howbeit the season of the dancing blood, • - . ; . 

forgot was horse of mare, yea, mare of horsei 
Jfeversed, each head at eitheVs flank:* ,?^y; 0tbb<ii 
. Whereat the. Gk)ddesS;/m#J^^^fe^^ 

-fiStid hand on them, and aiS her touch pricfc^ 

.^e^hing wilh^5s 


'M ph a indmtot^s force 
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XII 

The nod was that we gather for consent; 

And mournfully amid the group a dame. 
Interpreting the thing in nature meant, 

Her hands held out like bearers of the flame. 

And nodded, for the negative sideways. 

Keen at her Mistress glanced lambe: rays 
From the Great Mother came: 

Her lips were opehed wide; the curse was rent, 

XIII 

She laughed: since our first harvesting heard none 
Like thunder of the song of heart; her face, 

The dreadful darkness, shook to mounted sun, 

And peal on peal across the hills held chase. 

She laughed herself to water; laughed to fire; 
Laughed the torrential laugh of dam and sire 
Full of the marrowy race. 

Her laughter, Gods! was ^esh bn 


XIV 


The valley peojdb fiuddWd, ^ * 

!Shey puffed, they Iea|><B3, linked hand^ tbgeffiei swayed^ 
Unwitting happine^i till golden rain^ - 
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XV 

lambe clapped to see the kindly lusts 
Inspire the valley people, still on seas, 

Like poplar-tops relieved from stress of gusts. 

With rapture in their wonderment; but these, 

Low homage being rendered, ran to plough, 

Fed by the laugh, as by the mother cow 

Calves at the teats they tease: 

Soon drove they through the yielding furrow-crusts. 

XVI 

Uprose the blade in green, the leaf in red, 

The tree Of water and the tree of wood: 

And soon among the branches overhead 
Gave beauty juicy issue sweet for food. 

0 Laughter! beauty plumped and love had birtin 
Laughter! O thou reviver of sick Earth! 

Good for the spirit, good 
For body, thou! to both art wine and bread I 


rot. it 5 



EAETH AND A WEDDED WOMAN 


I 

The sheplierd, with his eye on hazy South, 

Has told of rain upon the fall of day. 

But promise is there none for Susan^s drouth, 

That he will come, who keeps in dry delay. 

The freshest of the village three years gone, 

She hangs as the white field-rose hangs short-lived 
And she and Earth are one 
In withering unrevived. 

Kain ! 0 the glad refresher of the gr^l 
And welcome waterspouts, had we sweet Mint 

'' ' : - * . ' . 

Ah, what is Marriage, says each pouting mai^ 
When she who wedded with the soldier hides 
At home as good as widowed in the shad^ - - 
A lighthou^ to^fe:girls v 

Nor dares to give a lad an ogle^ nor 
To dream of^dancing, but must hang and moan 


Her husband war,^ ^ : - 
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ni 

They liaye not known 5 they are not in tke stream; 
Light as the flying seed-ball is their play, 

The silly maids! and happy souls they seem; 

Yet Grief would not change fates with such as they. 
They have not struck the roots which meet the fires 
Beneath, and bind us fast with Earth, to know 
The strength of her desires, 

The sternness of her woe. 

Rain! 0 the glad refresher of the grain! 

And welcome waterspouts, had we sweet rain I 

rv 

Kow, shepherd, see thy word, where without shower 
A borderless low blotting Westward spreads. 

The hall-clock holds the valley on the hour; 

Across an inner chamber thunder treads: 

The dead leaf trips, the tree-top swings, the floor 
Of dust whirls, dropping lumped: near thunder speaks. 
' And drives the dames to door, 

Their kerchiefs flapped at cheeks. 
iJain! 0 the glad refresher of the grain! 

And welcome waterspouts of blessed rain! 

T 

Through night, with bedroom window wide for air, 

Lay Susan tranced to hear all heaven descend: 

And gurgling voices came of Earth, and rare. 

Past flowerf uh brea&ings,. deeper than lifers end, 
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From lier heaved breast of sacred common mould; 
Whereby this lone-laid wife was moved to feel 
Unworded things and old 
To her pained heart appeal. 

EainI 0 the glad refresher of the grain 1 
And down in deluges of blessed rain I 

VI 

At morn she stood to live for ear and sight, 

Love sky or cloud, or rose or grasses drenched. 

A lureful devil, that in glow-worm light 
Set languor writhing all its folds, she quenched► 

But she would muse when neighbours praised her fac5 
Her services, and staunchness to her mate; 

Knowing by some dim trace, 

The change might bear a date. 


Eainl 0 tiie glad refresher of thegmni 
Thrice beauteous is our sunshine after rainl 





MOTHEE TO BABE 

I 

Fleck of sky you are, 

Dropped through branches dark, 
O my little one, mine! 
Promise of the star, 

Outpour of the lark 5 
Beam and song divine. 

n 

See this precious gift, 

Steeping in new birth 
Ail my being, for sign 
Earth to heaven can lift, 

Heaven descend on ea^th, 

Both in cm© fee mineJ i V; 


III 

Life in light you glass 
When you peep coo, 
Tou^ my Titlle'one, mine! 
Brooklet chirps to grats, 
l>ai^ J ^ dew - 

sunshine. 


WOODLAND PEACE 


i 


Sweet as Eden is the air, 

‘ And Eden-sweet the raj. 

No Paradise is lost for them 
Who foot by branching root and stem^ 
And lightly with the woodland share 
The change of night and day. 

Here all say, 

We serre her, eyen as I; 

We brood, we strive to sky, 

We gaze upon decay, 

We wot of life through death, 

How each feeds each we spy^ 

And is a tangle round, 

Are patient; what is dumb, 

We question no^ nor ask ; 

The silent to give: sbund^ 

The hidden to unmask, 

The distant to draw near. 




THE QUESTION WHITHER 


Whejt we have thrown off this old suit» 
So much in need of mending, 

To sink among the naked mute, 

Is that, think you, our ending? 

We follow many, more we lead, 

And you who sadly turf us. 

Believe not that all living seed 
Must flower above the surface. 


Sensation is a gracious gift, 

But were it cramped to station. 
The prayer to have it cast adrift, 
Would spout from all sensation. 
Enough if we have winked to sun, 
Have sped the plou^^ a season^ 
There is a ^souX for labour done^ 
Endureth fixed as reason* 


A BEADING OE EABTH 


III 

Tlien let our trust be firm in Good, 
Though we be of the fasting; 

Our questions are a mortal brood, 

Our work is everlasting. 

We children of Beneficence 
Are in its being sharers; 

And Whither vainer sounds than Whence 
For word with suf?h wayfarers* 


OUTER AND INNER 


I 

From twig to twig tlie spider weayes 
At noon Ms webbing fine. 

8o near to mute the zephyrs flute 
That only leaflets dance. 

The sun draws out of hazel leaves 
A smell of woodland wine. 

I wake a swarm to sudden storm 
At any step’s.advance. . 


II 

Along my path is bugloss blue, 


The star with fruit in moss j 
The foxgloves drop from throat to top 
A daily lesser bell. 


The blackest shadowy nm^e of dew,, 
And1k0eSty^^^^m§ thread 


Tliat flashing'fe^ems to swell. 


™ - 'V' '' ^ 

My world I note'ere fiicy oomes- 
Minutest hushed observe: 

What busy bii^ of motioned wits 
Through antler^ mosswork strive. 
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But now so low the stillness hums, 
My springs of seeing swerve, 

Bor half a wink to thrill and think 
The woods with nymphs alive. 


rv 

I neighbour the invisible 
So close that my consent 
Is only asked for spirits masked 
To leap from trees and flowers. 

And this because with them I dwell 
In thought, while calmly bent 
To read the lines dear Earth designs 
Shall speak her life on ours. 

V 

Accept, s1ie'&.ys|’ it is not ha 
In woods; but she in towns 
Eepeats, ac(^pt; 

And have we quaifed fears^ 

Or shrunk with horrors, sure reward 
We have,whom knowledge crown§^ , 
Who see in mould . ^ 




NATUEE AND LIFE 


I 

Leave the uproar: at a leap 
Thou shalt strike a woodland path. 
Enter silence, not of sleep, 

Under shadows, not of wrath; 
Breath which is the spirit’s bath, 

In the old Beginnings find, 

And endow them with a mind. 

Seed for seedling, swathe for swathe. 
That gives Nature to us, this 
Give we her, and ^ we kiss. 


U 




How within the Shtell thou art, 
Music sounds; nor other near 
Can to such a tremor start. 

Of the waves is ptiti ^ 
They our runnih.|fltarvesfe bear r 
Back to them for manful air, 
&3en with the woodland’s heart! 
That gires'fe^le to us, this 







DIE«E IN' WOODS / 

A wi-VD sways tlie pines, 

And. below 

Kot a breath of wild air; 

Still as the nxosses that glow 
On the flcMjring and over the lines 
Of the roots here and there. 

The pine-tree drops its dead;. 
They are quiet, as under the sea. 
Overhead, orerhead 
Rushes life in ’_ 

As the clouds the clouds chase; 
And we go^ 

And we drop lih;e;iha;f^its of the 
Even we; ' 






A FAITH ON TEIAL 


Os the morning of May, 

Ere the children had entered my gate 
With their wreaths and mechanical lay, 

A metal ding-dong of the date! 

I mounted our hiU, bearing heart 
That had little of life save its weight: 

The crowned Shadow poising dart 
Hung oyer her;, she, my ^ 

My good companion, mate, 

Pulse of me: she who had shown 
Fortitude quiet as Earth’s 
At the shedding of leaves. And around 
The sky was in garlands of cloud, 

Winning scents from unnumbered new bji^s, 
Pointed buds, where die woods 

Or owe.’ ^' 

Such an answer to suh as he, ;. ’' . 


Brave in his gold; to 41 sound* , 

None 

With the irst ' 
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Eager or stamped or bowed; 

Cotinted thinner at fall of the leaf. 

Grief heard them, and passed like a bier. 
Due Summerward, lo, they were set, 

In volumes of foliage proud, 

On the heave of their favouring tides, 
And their song broadened out to the cheer 
When a neck of the ramping surf 
Battles thunder a boat overrides. 

All smiles ran the highways wet; 

The worm drew its links from the turf; 
The bird of felicity loud, 

Spun high, and a South wind blew. 

Weak out of sheath downy leaves 
Of the beech quivered lucid as dew, 

Their radiance asking, who grieves; 

Eor nought of a sorrow they knew: 
hfo space to the dread*^^restle vowed-, 

No chamber in shadow of night. 

At times as iip Steadier breeze 
Il*uttef-hud:®e#'thS& a crowd, 

5he beam of theih Wafted my sight ' ^ 

To league-long sun upon seas: 

The goMen path we had crossed ' 
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Through her Normandy, down where the mills * 
Dot at lengths a riverconrse, grey 
As its bordering poplars bent 
To gusts off the plains above. 

Old stone chateau and farms, 

Home of her birth and her love I 
On the thread of the pasture you trace; 

By the river, their milk, for miles, 

Spotted once with the English tent, 

In days of the tocsin’s alarms, 

To tower of the tallest of piles, 

The country’s surveyor breast-high. 

Home of her birth and her love! 

Home of a diligent race; 

Thrifty, deft-handed to ply 
Shuttle or needle, and woo 


Sun to the roots of the pear 
Frogging each mud-walled cot* 

The elders had known her in arms. 

Tliere plucked we the bluet, her hue • . : * 

Of the deeper forget-me-not; q- 

.Well wedding her r^-^heat hair* 

I saw, unsightingher heart . •; ' 
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We trod solid ground, we breathed air, 

The heavens were unbroken. Break they 
The word of the world is adieu: 

Her word: and the torrents are round. 

The jawed wolf-waters of prey. 

We stand upon isles, who stand: 

A Shadow l^fore us, and back, 

A phantom the habited land. 

We may cry to the Sunderer, spare 
That dearest I he loosens has pack. 

Arrows we brea^e, not air. 

The memories tenderly bound 
To us are a driftmg crew, 

Amid grey-gapped wates for ground* 

Alone do we stand, each one, 

Till rootless as they we strew 

Those deeps of tiie corsedike stare 

At a forei^ a^ : - 

If haply BO :fiiiger lay otit ' ^ 

that had beei^ . " 




is©4 .,ih4p 
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Of a led-veined moist yestreen, 

With its droop and the hues it wore, 
When we two stood overnight 
One, in the dark van-glow 
On our hill-top, seeing beneath, 

Our household’s twinkle of light 
Through spruce-boughs, gem of a wreath. 


Budding, the service-tree, white 
Almost as whitebeam, threw, 

From the under of leaf upright, 
Flecks like a showering snow 
On the flame-shaped junipers green^ 
On the sombre mounds of thcryew. 
liike silvery " -h 

By a solemn cathedral screen, 

They glistened to closer view. 

Turf for a rooks’ revel striped, 
Pleased - - 

Chorister blackbird and thrush 


Together or 
A f ree-j 
With 



■■ 



When the primitive are-bii^im!^ t 
L&e featherings hither and ,ym : 

Of aerv: 
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They piped her young Earth's Bacchic rout 
The race, and the prize of the race 5 
Earth's lustihead pressing to sprout. 

But sight holds a soberer space. 

Colourless dogwood low. 

Curled up a twisted root, 

Nigh yellow-green mosses, to flush 
Eedder than sun upon rocks, 

When the creeper clematis-shoot 
Shall climb, cap his branches, and she 
Beside veteran green of the box, 

At close of the year's maple blush, 

A bleeding greybeard is he, 

Now hale in the leafage lush. 

Our parasites paint us. Hard by, 

A wet yew-trunk flashed the peel 
Of our naked forefathers in fight; 

'With stains of the fray sweating free; 

And liim cUme no parasit<amigh r 
Eirm on the ha 3 ?d knotted Imee, , 

He stood in the crown of his dun; 

Earth's toughest to stay her wheel: . , ,, * 





A EBADING OP BABTH 


Profitless froth you espy 
Ashore after billows have leaped. 

I fled nothing, nothing pursued: 

The changeful visible face 

Of our Mother I sought for my food; 

Crumbs by the way to sustain. 

Her sentence 1 knew past grace. 
Myself I had lost of us twain, 

Once bound in mirroring thought. 

She had flung me to dust in her wake; 
And I, as your convict drags 
His chain, by the scourge untaught. 
Bore life for a goad, without aim. 

I champed the sensations that make 
Of a ruffled philosophy fagA 
For them was no meaning too blunt, 
Nor aspect too cutting of steel. 


This Earth of the beautaful breasts, 
Sh ining up M all tsfiame. 

To them had visage of hags : > 

A Mother of aches and jestst - -.- ■ 


Soulle^v] 


Hope, witi h&c v. 

jfeary with an eye in the 
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We were joined but by tliat thin tkread. 
My disciplined babifc to see. 

And those conjure images, those, 

The puppets of loss or gain; 

I^ot he who is bare to his doom; 

ITor whom never semblance plays 
To bewitch, overcloud, illume. 

The dusty mote-images rose; 

Sheer him of the surface avrag^ 

They sank :as rose; their pain 

Declaring them mine of old days. 

Fow gazed i wh&roy sole upon gloom, 

As fiower-bush in sun-specked crag, - 
Up the spine of the double combe 
With yew-lx>ttgbs lieavily cloaked, ^ 

EjK3wn, yet . . 

Sujpa^ingly; doubtfully known. 

It waved like a pilgrim flag ' . 

O^<?a:-|ffoeessional penitents flown .: .. 




A HEADING OE iJABTH 


149 


Division of soul from wits, 

And these made rulers; — full sure, 
More starlike never did shine 
To illumine the sinister field 
Where our lifers old night-bird fl.its. 

I knew it: with her, my own, 

Had hailed it pure of the pure; 

Our beacon yearly: hut strange 
-When it strikes to within is the known; 
Eicher than newness revealed. 

There was needed darkness like mine. 
Its beauty to vividness blown, 

Drew the life in me foi’ward, chased, 
From aloft on a pinnaele^s range. 

That hind 

The length of the ways I had paced, 

A footfarer out of the dawn, 


To Youth^s wiW forest, where sprang. 
For 

The forest^s white virgin ; she ' • • 

Seen yonder; and shelteir^me^ ^ 

ii5pire. to fhe dreamily, 
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Because earth-rooted alive: 

Huntress of things worth pursuit 
Of souls j in our naming, dreams. 

And each unto other was lute, 

By fits quick as breezy gleams, 
hly quiver of aims and desires 
Had colour that she would have owned 
And if by humaner fires 
Hued later, these held her enthroned: 
My crescent of mj blood 
At the silvery early stir j 
Hour of the thrill of the bud 
About to burst, and by her 
Directed, attuned, englobed: 

My Goddess, the chaste, not chill; 
Choir over choir white-robed; * 
White-bosomed fold within fold:.. ' 

For so could I dream, breast-bare, '• 
In my time of blooming; dream still 
Flu-ough the ;ja^, th© mesh, and the 
Despite, since toanhood was bold'/>^ 
The yoke of the flesh on my neck.”' 


m mys 
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The children were lifting afar: 
That natures at interflow 
With all of their past and the now. 
Are chords to the hTature without, 
Orbs to the greater whole: 

Tirst then, nor utterly then 
Till our lord of sensations at war, 
The rebel, the heart, yields place 
To brain, each prompting the soul* 
Thus our dear 3Earth we embrace 
For the milk, her strength to men. 


And crave we her medical herb, 

We have but to see and hear, 

Though pierced by the cruel acerb, 

The troops of the memories armed 
Hostile to .^ 

That nourished and flew them warmed, ' 
JTot she gives the tear for the tear. 

Weep, ble^, ■ be distraughi^ 

She is moveless. "Kot of Jfe feeast - . 


Aoe the symbols we conjure when Fear. 
l^yen of Hope. I caught^ . — : 




Sfl5T 
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BreatB. on a buckler of steel. 

Bor the flesh in revolt at her laws^ 
Neither song nor smile in ruth, 

J!)Tor promise of things to reveal^ 

Has she, nor a word she saith : 

We are asking her wheels to pause. 
Well knows she the cry of unfaith. 

If we strain to the farther shore, 

We are catching at comfort near. 
Assurances, symbols, saws, 

Eevelations in Legends, light 
To eyes rolling darkness, these 
Desired of the flesh in affright. 

For the which it will swear to adore, 
She hnees 

The woolly beast bleating will shear. 
These are our sensual dreams j 


Of the yearning to touch, to feel 
The da:^ Impalg^^ 

And have the TJnveiled appear;^ 


Whereon ever black she beam^ /. 


Elosiness■fbB^^W|ro^^®6^si, .f' . 

Jiiijies it Sheplierding QrppKjr^^ii 
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To tlie Questions a figure of clay. 

Yet we have but to see and hear, 

Crave we her medical herb. 

For the road to her soul is the Eeal: 

The root of the growth of man: 

And the senses must traverse it fresh 
With a love that no scourge shall abate, 
To reach the lone heights where we scan 
In the mind’s rarer vMcar this flesh; 

In the ehai^ of the our fate; 

Her law asitfe bne common weal. 


We, whom the* vieV behtdnli^ ' 

W% quivering upward, each hour 
EnoW battle in air and in ground 
For Hbe 

And he who the re<^n^ig 
Finds noti^i in' 

Of Earth are we strippedW^mi^^ 
,The fleeting Present we crave, 

Barter our best to wed, 

; . In hope of a cus^oned bower, 

l5&d aed tide at a Wave! 
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Permanence hangs by the grave 5 
Sits on the grave green-grassed, 

On the roll of the heaved grave-mound. 
By Death, as by Life, are we fed: 

The two are one spring; our bond 
With the numbers; with whom to unite 
Here feathers wings for beyond: 

Only they can waft us in flight. 

Por they are Eeality’s flower. 

Of them, and the contact with them, 
Issues Earth^s dearest daughter, the firm 
In footing, the stately of stem; 
Unshaken though elements lour; 

A warrior heart unq^uelled; 

Mirror of Ea^tb,^ h. 

To the Ht>lies fimx sense withheld: 


Eeason, man^s germinant fruit. 

She wrestles with our old worm 
Self in 

Eelehtless quencher of lies, 

With laughter she pierces ^thq^rubi^ 


The IbatSt^ 


i-? 

fans deinsi 


Scatter his monstrous bed, 
And hound ha^^w 


Our elmmpion, 

;5^ Vessel jyhose ' 

and ,£ 00 % 
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Nor least is the service she does, 
That service to her may cleanse 
The well of the Sorrows in ns j 
For a common delight will drain 
The rank individual fens 
Of a wound refusing to heal 
While the old worm slavers its root. 


I bowed as 


T^^^^^^^feeJSesaison at wane: 

And I said, ^ 

Sacred Heali^l l^iwer 
Filled me to front it aright. 

I had ordeal. 

It is 

And see the'universe reel; 

Our 

At a olF wbe scyiihe for the crop. 








sight, , 
. v^forewise: 
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The world is the sjime, seen throughj 
The features of men are the same. 
But let their historian new, 

In the language of nakedness write, 


Eejoice we to know not shame, 

Not a droad, not a doubt: to haye done 
With the tortures of thought in the throes, 
Our animal tangle, and grass 
Very sap of the vital in this: 

That from flesh unto spirit man grows 


Even here on the sod under sun: 

That she of the wanton^s kiss 
Broken through with the bite of an asp, 
Is Mother of simple truth, , . 

Eelentless ^ 

Eternal in thought j: disoerned 


In thought mid-ferry between 
The Life and the Death, which are one^ 
As our in wt, ur teen. 

She pves thb rich vision to ybutfi, ; . 
If we will, of her prompting wise^. , 
Or 

Haviog ma^te^ed sensation --- insane r >. 
At a stroke of the terrifii^,ii^|y^. ... ^ ^ 
And 0# of 




Orown lb tie flbwf! 
Tb know her a thing alive, - 

■ swerve. 


rei^ir’ ^ 
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Our sentencer, clother in mist, 

Her morn bends breast to ber noon, 
Noon to tlie hour dark-dyed, 

If we will, of her promptings wise: 

Her light is our own if we list. 

The Legends that sweep her aside* 
Crying loud for an opiate boon, 

To comfort the human want, 

From the bosom of magical skies, 

She smiles on, marking their source: 
They read her with infant eyes. 

Good ships of morality they, 

Por our crude developing forces 
Granite the thought to stay, 

That she is a thing alive 
To the living, the falling and strewn. 
But the Questions, the broods that haunt 
Sensation insurgent, may drive, 

The way of the channelling mole, 

Head in a ground-vault gaunt 
As your lelescope^s skeleton moon. 
Barren comfort to these will she dole; 
Dead is her face to their cries. 
IntelEgepoe pushing to taste, 

A heed. 

■^hej : 

"^here any dry swish of a reed 
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Eartli whispers: ' they scarce have the thirst, 

* Except to unriddle a rune 5 

‘ And I spin none; only show, 

‘ Would humanity soar from its worsf^ 

^ Winged above darkness and dole, 

^ How flesh unto spirit must grow, 

‘ Spirit raves not for a goal. 

‘ Shapes in man’s likeness hewn, 

‘ Desires not; neither desires 
‘ The Sleep or the Glory: it trusts; 

‘ Uses my gifts, yet aspires; 

‘ Dreams of a higher than it. 

^ The dream is an atmosphere; 

* A scale still ascending to knit 

* The clear to the loftier GltoV 
^ ’T is Eeason herself, tiptoe 

‘ At the ultimate bound of her wit, 

^ On the verges of Hight and Day® 

^But ieit a d^G^ of the^^to . 

To my dustiest ’tis decreed; 

And them that so shuffle astray, , , :"j 



Though I dote over ripeness at play, 
Eosiness fondle aAd feed, ,, , , < 


^ Guide it, ivith shephe;p^ng,<^^ .: 

The key will shriek :in ti^ Jock, 

’;5ite.door will rq^Jy hinge, 

Win of mould. 


^ To v&ish- 


t at a glimpse,. 
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‘ And mock as the wild echoes mock, 

‘ Soulless in mimic, doth Greed 
‘ Or the passion for fruitage tinge 
‘ That dream, for your parricide imps 
‘ To wing through the body of Time, 

‘ Yourselves in slaying him slay. 

‘ Much are you shots of your prime, 

‘ You men of the act and the dream: 

‘ And please you to fatten a weed 
‘ That perishes, pledged to decay, 

‘ ’T is dearth in your season of need, 

‘ Down the slopes of the shoreward wayj_ 

‘ Nigh on the misty -stream, 

‘ Where Ferryman under his hood, 

‘ With a call to he ready to pay 
‘ The small coin, whitens red blood. 

‘ But the young ethereal seed . ' 

‘ Shall bring you the bread no buyer 
‘ Can have for his craving supreme; 

‘ To my quenchltss quibk sMl speed - 
‘ The soul at-her w^besftle rude' ' - 

‘ With devil, with angel more dire; 

* With the flesh, with the Fates, enringfd; 

* Th 6 ‘di^i&:of thO'biossom (d^Gfood, ■ - 

: ‘ Is yohr 

‘ In its T^v®r and*e'a3crteWii,^‘«^6,' ■ 
over'choir wjhite^Tvingedy* ■ ; ■ 
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^ Afc a mind in desolate mood 
‘ With, the Whither, whose echo is Whence 
^ And humanity’s clamour, lost, lost; 

^ And its clasp of the staves that snap; 

‘ And evil abroad, as a main 

* Uproarious, bursting its dyke, 

^ Eor back do you look, and lo, 

‘ forward the harvest of grain! 

‘ IsTumbers in council, awake 
^ To love more than things of my lap, 

^ Love me; and to let the types break, 

^ Men be grass, rocks rivers, all flow; 

' All save the dream sink alike ' 

^ To the source of my vital in sap: 

' Their battle, their loss, their ache^ 

‘Tor my pledge of vitality know, 

‘ The drea^n is the thought in the ghost; 

^ The thought sent flying lor food; 

‘ Eyeless^ but sprung of an aim 

* Supernal of Eeason, to find 

^ The great Over-Eeason we name 
^ Beneficence; mind seeking Mind. 

^ Dream of the blossom of Good, 

‘ In its waver and current and curve, 

‘ With the hopes of my ofepring enscrolled? 
‘ Soon to be seen of a host 
^ The flag of the Mfi^r 
^ And life in them^doubled on’Iife, 

, ^J^^me upon flame, to behold, 

*High over Time-fnipbled sea, 

1 The bl^ of hm^b^^Bhip of strife. 

■ Ihronorh. handihaiden 


CHANGE IN EECTJEEENCK 


I 

I STOOD at the gate of the cot 

Where my darling, with side^glance demurd, 

Would spy, on her trim garden-plot, 

The busy wild things chase and lure. 

Eor these w'ith their ways w'ere her feast 
They had surety no enemy lurked. 

Their deftest of tricks to their least. 

She gathered in watch as she worked. 

li ' ^ 


When berries were red oh 

And her roghe grew thb roiaJitd.of a i 
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III 

I gazed; was tlie scene of the frame. 
With, the face, the dear life for me, fled, 
No window a lute to my name, 

No watcher there plying the thread. 

But the blackbird hung pecking at will; 
The squirrel from cone hopped to cone; 
The thrush had a &ail in his bilk 
And tap-tapped the shell hard on a stone:: 



HYMIf TO COLOUR 


I 

With Life and DeatL I walked when Love appeared 
And made them on each side a shadow seem. 
Through wooded vales the land of dawn we neared, 
Where down smooth rapids whirls the helmless dreai 
To fall on daylight; and night puts away 
Her darker veil for grey. 


II 

In that grey veil green grassblades brushed we by; 
We came where woods breathed sharp, and overhead 
Rocks raised clear horns on a transforming sky: 
Around, save for those shapes, with him who led 
And linked them, desert varied by no sign 
Of other life than mine. 


Ill 


By this the dark-winged planil, fairing wide, 
From the mild poarl-glow to the rose upboThe, ^ 


Drew in'his dlres,. l:s:; j 




Loye took my hand when hidden stood the snn 
To fling his robe on shoulder-heights of snow. 
Then said: There lie they, Life and Death in one. 
Whichever is, the other is: hut know, 

It is thy craving self that thou dost see, 

Not in them seeing me. 


V 

Shall man into the mystery of breath, 

From his quick beating pulse a pathway spy? 
Or learn the secret of the shrouded death. 

By lifting up the lid of a white eye? 

Cleave thou thy way with fathering desire 
Of fire to reach to fire. 


VI 

Look now where Colour, the souFs bridegroom, m^es 
The house of heaven splendid lor the bride. 

To him as leaps a fountain she awakes. 

In knotting a;rms,*yet boundless : him beside, 

She holds the flower to heaven, and by his.power 
Brings, heaven to the flower. 
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VIT 

He gives ter homeliness in desert air, 

And sovereignty in spaciousness; he leads 
Through widening chambers of surprise to where 
Throbs rapture near an end that aye recedes, 
Because his touch is infinite and lends 
A yonder to all ends. 


Tm 

Death begs of Life his blush; Life Death persuades 
To keep long day with his caresses graced. 

He is the heart of light, the wing of shades. 

The crown of beauty: never soul embraced 
Of him can harbour unfaith; soul of him 
Possessed walks never dim. 


iz 


T^ye eyed his meinoff^: he &ng: 

O bloom of dawn, breathed up frb3Qa th^ ^olff ilfeaf 
Held springing beneath Oiieiftrf ‘ hUhg 





X 


Of tliee to say behold, has said adieu: 

But love remembers bow the sky was greeu, 

And bow tbe grasses glimmered lightest blue; 
How saint-like grey took fervour: bow tbe screen 
Of cloud grew violet; bow tby moment came 
Between a blush and flame. 


zi 

Love saw tbe emissary eglantine 
Break wave round tby white feet above tbe gloom 
Lay fiifger on tby star; tby raiment line 
With cherub wing and limb; wed tby soft bloom, 
Gold-quivering like sunrays in thistle-down. 
Earth under rolling brown. 
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They do not look through love to look on thee, 
Grave beavenlinessi nor know they joy of sight, 
Who deem tbe wave of rapt desire must be 
Its wrecking and last issue of delight. 

Bead seasons quicken in one petal-spot 
Of colour unforgot. 
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XIII 

This way have men come out of brutishness 
To spell the letters of the sky and read 
A reflex upon earth else meaningless. 

With thee, 0 fount of the TJntimed! to lead; 
Drink they of thee, thee eyeing, they imaged 
Shall on through brave wars waged. 


XIV 

More gardens will they win than any lost; 

The vile plucked out of them, the unlovely slain. 

Not forfeiting the beast with which they are crossed, 
To stature of the Gods will they attain. 

They shall uplift their Earth to meet her Lord, 
Themselves the attuning chord 1 

The song had ceased; my vision with the song. 

Then of those Shadows, which one made descent 
Beside me I knew not: but Life ere long 
Came on me in the puHie ways and bent 
Eyes deepet idian of old^ I 


And saw the dawn gtow through r 






MJEDITATION UNDEE STAES 

What links are ours with orbs that are 
So resolutely far: 

The solitary asks, and they 
Give radiance as from a shield: 

. Still at the death of day, 

The seen, the unrevealed. 
Implacable they shine 
To us who would of Life obtain 
An answer for the life we strain^ 

To nourish with one sign. 

Nor can imagination throw 
The penetrative shaft: we pass 
The breath of thought, who would divine 
If haply they may grow 
As Earth; have our desire to know; 

If life comes there to grain from grass, 
And flowers like ours of toil and pain; 
Has passion to beat bar. 

Win space from cleaving brain; 

The mystic link attain^ 

Whereby st^A^ld^ on star*' 

Those visible immortals beam 
Allurement to the dream: 

Ireful at Auman hungers brook , : 

* No question in;th^ look^^^ 
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Por ever virgin to otir sense, 

Eemote they wane to gaze intense: 

Prolong it, and in ruthlessness they smite 
The beating heart behind the ball of sight: 

Till we conceive their heavens hoar. 

Those lights they raise but sparkles frore, 

And Earth; our blood-warm Earth, a shuddering prey 
To that frigidity of brainless ray. 

Yet space is given for breath of thought 
Beyond our bounds when musing: more 
When to that musing love is brought, 

And love is asked of love’s wherefore. 

’Tis Earth’s, her gift; else have we nought. 

Her gift, her secret, here our tie. 

And not with her and yonder sky? 

Bethink you: were it Earth alone 
Breeds love, would not her region be 
The sole delight and throne 
Of generous Deity? 


To deeper than this ball of sight 
Appeal the Instrohs people of fee night.^ 
IVonting yon shoreless,., sown wife fiery sails. 


It is our ravenours that (juails, 

Plesh by its craven thirsts and f distraugh^ 
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To feel it large of the great life they hold: 

In them to come, or vaster intervolved, 

The issues known in us, our unsolved solved: 

That there with toil Life climbs the self-same Tree, 
Whose roots enrichment have from ripeness droppeciv 
So may we read and little find them cold: 

Let it but be the lord of Mind to guide 
Our eyes; no branch of Eeason’s growing lopped; 
ISTor dreaming on a dream; but fortified 
By day to penetrate black midnight; see, 

Hear, feel, outside the senses; even that we, 

The specks of dust upon a mound of mould, 

We who reflect those rays, though low our place. 

To them are lastingly allied. 


So may we read, and little find them cold: 

Not frosty lamps iBumining dead space, 

Not distant aliens, not senseless Powers. 

The fire is in them whereof we are born; 

The music of their motion may be ours. 

Spirit shall deem them beckoning Earth, and voiced 
Sisterly to her, in her beams rejoiqed. 

Of love, the grand impulsion, we behold 
The love that lends her grace 
Among the starry fold. 

Then at new flood of customary morn, 


Look at her through her showers. 

Her mists, her streaming gold, 

A wonder edges the fayniliar face: 

She wears no more that robe of printed hours; 

Half strange seen^ Eidfh, and sweeter than her flowersi 





WOODMAN AND ECHO 


Close Echo iiear^ the woodman^s axe. 
To double on it, as in glee, 

With clap of hands, and little laciis 
Of meaning in her repartee. 

Eor all shall fall, 

As one has done. 

The tree of me, 

Of thee the tree; 

And unto all 
The fate we wait 
Eeveals the wheels 
Whereon we run; 

We tower to flower, 

We spread the sliade, 

We drop for crop, 

At length are laid; 

Are rolled in mould, - 
'EK)m chop ^nd lop: . 

And are w© thick in woodland tracks, 
Or tempting of our stator^ we, “ 

The end is .one, we 

Eor ^^ice over ^ 



if: 

- ;v 





A BEADING OE EABTH 

■Nor foe thy blow, 

Though wood be good, 

And shriekingly the timber cracks 
The grotiud we crowned 
Shall speed the seed 
Of younger into swelling sacks. 

!For use he hews, 

To make awake 
The spirit of what stuff we be: 
Our earth of mirth 
A-n d tears he clears 
For braver, let our minds agree; 
And then will men 
Within them win 
And Echo clapping harmons* 


THE WISDOM OF ELD 


We sj)end our lives in learning pilotage. 

And grow good steersmen when the vessel ^s cranhl 
Gap-tootLed lie spake and with a tottering shank 
Sidled to gain the sunny bench of Age. 

It is the sentence which completes that stage j 
A testament of wisdom reading blank. 

The seniors of the race, on their last plank, 

Pass mumbling ih as nature^s final page. 

These, bent by such experience, are the band 
Who captain young enthusiasts to maintain 
What things we view, and Earth^s decree withstanc 
Lest dreaded Change, long dammed by dull decay, 
Should bring the world a vessel steered by brain, 
And ancients musical at close of day. 





EAETH’S PEEFEEENCE 


Earth loves ter young: a preference manifest: 

She prompts them to her fruits and flower-beds; 
Their beauty with her choicest interthreads, 

And makes her revel of their merry zest. 

As in our East much were it in our West, 

If men had risen to do the work of heads. 

Her gabbling grey she eyes askant, nor treads 
The ways they walk; by what they speak oppressed. 
How wrought they in their zenith? 'T is not writ; 
E’ot all; yet she by one sure sign can read: 

Have they but held her laws and nature dear, 

They mouth no sentence of inverted wit. 

More prizes she her beasts than this high breed' 
Wry in the shape she wastes her iiilk to 




SOCIETY 


Histoeic be the survey of onr TriM ^ 

how their brave Society took shape. 

wolf, valtare, foz, jackal and ape, 

^ e s ong of limb, the keen of nose, we firaxS, 
Who, with some jars ia h^ony, eombined, 
^eir primal instincts taming, to escape 
JChe brawl indecent, and hot passions drape. 

nvenience pricked conscience, that the mimd, 
^hs cnte^ they the field of -milder beasts, 

^ 0 » some sort of civil order grazfe 
And do half-homage to the God of Laws. 
y^f"e they still for amir old-i^venoas feaits, 

They spring another flood of fengs and claws. ^ 





WINTEE HEAVENS 


Shabp is the night, hut stars with frost alive 
Leap ofiE the rim of earth across the dome. 

It is a night to make the heavens our home 
More than the nest whereto apace we strive. 
Lengths down our road each fir-tree seems a hive, 
In swarms outrushing from the golden comb. 

They waken waves of thoughts that hurst to foam: 
The living throh in me, the dead revive. 

Yon mantle clothes us: there, past mortal breath. 
Life glistens on the river of the death. 

It folds us, flesh and dustj and have we knelt* 

Or never knelt, or eyed as kine the springs 
Of radiance, the radiance enrisgs.v 
And this is the soul's haven to have felt. 






WIND ON THE LYRE 

That was Ifoe dbirp of Aiiei 
You as overRead it flew^ 

Bie fair&er goicg more to dwell. 
And wing OHT green to wed out hiue: 
But wheUbeT note of joy or kneii. 
Not liis own Father-singer knew; 
Nor yet can any mortal tell, 

Save only luow it siiiTej^ throngnj 
Tiie breast of ns a sonnded shelly 
Tlie blood of ns a lighted dew* 




THE YOUTHFUL QUEST 


His Lady queen of woods to meet, 

He wanders day and night: 

The leaves have whisperings discreet^ 
The mossy ways invite. 

Across a lustrous ring of space, 

By covert hoods and caves, 

Is promise of her secret face 
In film that otiward waves. 


For darkness is the light astrain, 
Astrain for light the dark. 

A grey inoth down a larches^ lane 
Unwinds a ghostly spark. ' 


She quivers shot of violet fire . 
To ash at lodt of 


.»■ _ r .-.'f . < j...„ 5 - - r 


■': iifie""-I-" 





THE EMPTY PUESE 


A Seemoit to our Later PEODieAu Son 


ThoUj run to the dry on this wayside bank, 
Too plainly of all the propellers bereft I 

Quenched youth, and is that thy purse ? 
Even such limp slough as the snake has left 
Slack to the gale upon spikes of whin, 

For cast-off coat of a life gone blank 
In its frame of a grin at the seeker, is thine5 
And thine to crave and to curse 
The sweet thing once within. 

Accuse him: some devil committed the theft, 
Which leaves of the portly a skin, 

ITo mqre^ of the weighty a whine. 


VufmQ him : bl his trach 

Oyer devious ways that have led to this, 

' . lu the stream’s consecuti-ve line, 

Let mesiory lead thee back 
t!^: whi^ Momii^ her fleur-de-lys,' 

Ttherose&doo^ 












A BEADING- OF EAETH 

Of a Tartarus lighted by Dis 
For souls whose cry is, alack! 

An ivory cradle rocks, apeep 

Through his eyelashes’ laugh, a breathing pearl. 


There the young chief of the animals wore 
A likeness to heavenly hosts, unaware 
Of his love of himself; with the hours at leap. 
In a dingle away from a rutted highroad, 
Around him the earliest throstle and merle. 
Our human smile between milk and sleep. 
Effervescent of Nature he crowed. 

Fair was that season; furl over furl 
The banners of blossom; a daneing floor 
This earth; very angels the clouds; and fair 
Thou on the tablets of forehead and breast: 
Careless, a centre of vigilant care. 

Thy mother kisses an infant eurl. - : . 

The room of the toys was a boundless nesV ■ 
A kingdom the field of the games, - ' ' 


Till entered 


And the worshipped^swallbody had ®i*®. 

A good little idblj as records att^ -rv; - ; ! 
Whmi they tell of him lightly »pp®a§|#ia a;aeie4m 
By sweets 

That the heir of a^ps#fism*ped-d®min3nt,race, 
AccnsfiOmed to'plentyj.iiot dnnarb ■wcasldpii»A>!:>’^>’- 
Almost magieian;'!Msearlieefedis^QB;- -. 
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As on puffs of a wind at whirl, 
Made one in the wink of a gleam. 
She kisses a locket curl, 

She conjures to vision a cherub, face, 
When her butterfly counted his day 
All meadow and flowers, mishap 
Derided, and taken for play 
The fling of an urchin^s cap. 


When her butterfly showed him an eaglet born, 
For preying too heedlessly bred, 

What a heart clapped in thee then I 
With what fuller colours of morn! 


And high to the uttermost heavens it flew, 

Swift as on poet^s pen. 

It flew to be wedded, to wed 
The mystery scented around; 

Issue of flower and dew, 

Issue of light and sound: 

Thinner than either; a thread 
Spun of the dream they threw 
To kindle, allure, evade. 

It ran the sea-wave^ ihe garden^s dance, 

To the forests dark heart do^ a daj^led glade | 


^ Ij^,on'by a perishing glanee, . ' , . 

i; tribes took .toiB);, 
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Did she not show thee the world designed 
Solely for loveliness? Nested warm, 

The day was the morrow in flight. And for thee, 
She muted the discords, tuned, refined; 

Drowned sharp edges beneath her cloak. 

Eye of the waters and throb of the tree, 

Sliding on radiance, winging from shade, 

With her witch-whisper o^er ruins, in reeds. 

She sang low the song of her promise delayed; 
Beckoned and died, as a finger of smoke 
Astreara over woodland. And was not she 
History's heroines white on storm? 

Remember her summons to valorous deeds. 

Shone she a lure of the honey-bag swarm, 

Most was her beam on the knightly: she led 
For the honours of manhood more than the prize; 
Waved her magnetical yoke 
Whither the-warrior bled. 

Ere to the.bower of sighs. 

And shy of her secrets she was; under deej^ 


Plunged at the breath of a tWrst - 

The dream in the wh^jlrthe ©beaded si 


Away over heaven the young 
And 
(Or* was 

' ■ ■ i 







J84 A BEADHjJG BAETH 

A wMrling seized thy head5 
The rision of beauty was flecked, 
hfote well the how and the when, 
The thing that prompted and sped. 


Thereaaoii Qie keen passions clapped wing. 
Fixed eye, and the world was prey. 

So simple world of thy greenblade Spring, 

Nor world of thy fiowerfsl prime 
On the tofmoet Client peak 
Abore a yet Taporons day. 

Flesh was it, breast to beak: 

A foar-wailed windowle^ world witliont ray, 
Only darkening jets on a river of slime, 

Where harsh over music as woodland jay, 

A voiee chants. Woe to the weakl 

And along an 

Wooaen and men are one 

In the 0np transforming to beast. 


mm 


Hagian worship they pidd to 
ImA of Fnrse! Behold him climb. = ; ' 

Btsdked OTer figure ^ 

FW ittOiMadk in 
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Ijespised; in tlie cold and lieat; 

This image ridiculous bore 

On their shoulders for morsels of meat! 


Gross, with the fumes of incense full, 

With parasites tickled, with slaves begirt, 

He strutted, a cock, he bellowed, a bull, 

He rolled him, a dog, in dirt. 

And dog, bull, cock, was he, fanged, horned, plumed 
Original man, as philosophers vouch; 

Carnivorous, caxrnibal; length-long exhumed, 
Frightfully living and armed to devour; 

The primitive weapons of prey in his pouch j 
The bait, the line and the hook: 

To feed on his fellows intent. 

God of the Dana! shower, 

He had but to follow his bent. 

He battened on fowl not safely hutched, 

On sheep astray; irom the crook ^ ^ ^ . 

A lure for the foolish in fold. » ;.,. 

To carrion turning what flesh he touchedh, , > 


And 0 the 

As he at gohJet 'sip®, 

A centre of girdles loosed. 
With their label^, Sbl^T 
Credulous hears*’"" 

Wkidi has Sdfii 
.T<y-:^rr5w will 
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In Iiis gloTj of banquet strip bim bare, 
And what is the creature we view? 
Our pursy Apollo Apollyon^s tool, 

A small one, stilhof the crew 
By serpent Apoilyon blest: 

His plea in apology, blindfold Fool. 

A fool surchai^ed, propelled, unwarined; 
Not viler, you hear him protest: 

I Of a popular countenance not incorrect. 

But deeds are ^le picture in essence, deeds 
tfee hooved and horned. 
Despite the poor pother he pleads, 

And Ms k>oit: of a 


We have him, our quarry oonfessedf 
And sean him : tfce inspect 


OofFToboorate %' 0 

The bodk of thy wisdfoSa, priiv^ 
On Bae, its 
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But now from his cavernous hold, 

Free may thy soul be set, 

As a child of the Death and the Life, to learn, 
Kefreshed by some bodily sweat, 

The meaning of either in turn, 

What issue may come of the two: — 

A morn beyond mornings, beyond all reach 
Of emotional arms at the stretch to enfold: 

A firmament passing our visible blue. 

To those haying nought to reflect it, ^t is nought; 
To those who are misty, ’tis mist on the beach 
From the billow withdrawing; to those who see 
Earth, our mother, in thought, 

Her spirit it is, our key. 


Ay, the Life and the Death are her words to us here. 
Of one significance, pricking the blind. 

This is thy gain now the surface is clear: 

To read with a soul in the mirror of mind, 

Is man^s chief lesson. —Thou smilestl I preach ! 

Acid smiling, my friend, reveals 
Abysses within; frigid^ ^ 

Paved unconcerheft^.sni^^-"T' . * V' 

For the leetut§^ his he^, , . , 

lip and down a policeman^s beat; ' ’ 

Bearing tonics not labelled to S(>bthe. * 




? r, 2 


■ . -.-I 


: tale of adventui^ ahd "crime 
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Thy condition, good sooth, has no seeming of sw^etj 
It walks otir first crags, it is fiint for the tooth, 

For the thirsts of our nature brine. 

But manful has met it, manful will meet. 

\nd think of thy privilege: supple with youths 
- To have sight of the headlong swine. 

Once fouling thee, jumping the dips I 
As the coin of thy purse poured out; 

An animahs holiday past: 

And free of them thou, #o begin % new bout; 

To start % fresh hunt on a resolute blast: 

No more an imp-ridden to bournes of eclipse; : ^ 
Having knowledge to spur thee, a gift comparp; 
Eubbing shoulder to shoulder, as only the book ; 

Of the world can be read, by necessity urged. 

For witness, what blinkers are they who look 
From the state of the prince or the millionnaire r 
They see but the fish they attract, - 

The hungers on them converged; 

And never the thought in the shell of the act, 

Nor ever lifers fangless Mr^^* 

But firs^ that the poisonous of thee be purgbd> 

< 3 o into thyself, strike Earth. 

She is Ih^re, she is felt in a blow struck hard. 


Os mkm drives where ^ shtitters are barredf 
aSeir studied professional trirelr, 


the sight.' - Strike’Earth, 









A BBAPING OS' EABTH 


189 


Be it clay, flint, mud, or tlie rubble of chips. 

Thy roots have grasp in the stern-exact: 

The redemption of sinners deluded! the last 
Dry handful, that bruises and saves. 

To the common big heart are we bound right fast, 
When our Mother admonishing nips 
At the nakedness bare of a clout, 

And we crave what the commonest craves. 


This wealth was a fortress-wall, 

Under which grew our grim little beast-god stout5 
Self-worshipped, the foe, in division from allj 
With crowds of illogical Christians, no doubt j 
Till the rescuing earthquake cracked. 

Thus are we man made firiti ; 

Made warm by the numbers compact. 

We follow no longer a trumpet-snout. 

At a trot where the hog is tracked, 

Nor wriggle the way of the worm.. 


Thou wilt spare us the cynioal poiit ^ ^ 

At humanity: sign ofnatuf| ‘ 

^ .No stenchy .mathe^^^^ ' 

Upon Providence, women, the world. 
Distinguish thy tempers and trim thy wits. 

The purchased are things, of th# 



growm 


Thy knowledge of women be SfS^^paseeds, i r 
As any sad dog’s of siveei^flesh wb^ to T^its ; /r 


The wayside 
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The tempter, misleader, and criminal (acreened 
By laws yet barbarous) own. 

If some one performed Fiend’s deputy, 

He was for awhile the Fiend. 


Still, nursing a i>assion to speak, 

-is the punch-bowl does, in the moral vein. 
When the ladle has finished its leak, 

And the vessel is loquent of nature’s inane. 
Hid where the demagogues roar 
I*ike a Fhad&ris boil, with the victim’s force: 
Hurrah to ^leir jolly attack 
On a Ciiy that smokes of the Plain 5 
A city of sin’s death-dyes, 

Holding revel of worms in a corse; 

A city of malady sor% 

Over-ripe for the Mg doom’s crack; 

A city of hymnical snore; 

Chmnubial truths and lies 
Demanding an instant divorce. 




Clean as the bright from the black. 

It worn well for thy system to sermonize. 
mm giamts to slay, and they call for 
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Confess tliee an instrument armed 
To be snare of our wanton, our weat, 

Of all by the sensual charmed. 

“^or once shall repentance be done by the tongue: 
Speak, though execrate, speak 
A word on grandmotherly Laws 
Giving rivers of gold to our young, 

In the days of their hungers impure; 

To furnish them beak and claws, 

And make them a banquet’s lure* 


Thou the example, saved 
Miraculously by this poor skinl 
Thereat let the ]?urse be waved: 

The snake-slough sick of the snaky sin: 

A devil, if devil as devil behaved 
Ever, thou knowest, look thou but in, 

Where he shivers^ a culprit fettered and shaved; 
O a bird stripped of feather, a fish clipped of finf 


And commend for a % 



torrents of WHtfh, 


Which hurl at the fOe of the dearest men prizes 
Eough-roUing boulders and frctt* 
Gigantical enginery they ca.n comm^^ 

Eor the crushing of envies not of .gre^ size: 
But hold to thy desperate st^d. 


Men’s right of bequeathing their all to their own j 
(With little regard for the creatures they sqpeesse^ 
Their miU apd noiiB-wnter and ne^er 
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Tied fast to their infant; lo^ this is the last 
Of their hungers, by prudent devices appeased. 

The law they decree is their ultimate slave; 

Wherein we perceive old Voracity glassed. 

It works from their dust, and it reeks of their grave. 
Point them to greener, though Journals be guns; 

To brotherly fields under fatherly skies; 

Where the savage still primitive learns of a debt 
He has owed since he drummed on his belly for war; 
And how for his giving, the more will he get; 

Por trusting his fellows, leave friends round his sons. 
Till they see, with the gape of a startled surprise, 
Their adored tyrant-monster a brute to abhor, 

The sun of their system a father of flies! 



So, for such good hoj^; 

’T is the portion o^’tlt^ifhb ' 

Who speak the Word hoverahd tiftei 
How the brutish hhtrcjfle flf otiPSp^il 
Without loss of the strength that should push ■Us*" 
How the God of old time will act Satan of new, 

If we keep him not straight at the higher God aimed; 
For whose habitation within us we scour 

house of our life; where our bitterest pains 
^ eject the' infernal, Who heaps 



'Take stripes'or chains; 
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I The young generation! ah, there is the child' 

^ Of onr souls down the Ages! to bleed for it, proof 
That souls we have, with our senses filed. 

Our shuttles at thread of the woof. 

May it be braver than ours, 

To encounter the rattle of hostile bolts, 

To look on the rising of Stranger Powers, 

May it know how the mind in expansion revolts 
Prom a nnrsery Past with dead letters aloof, 

And the piping to stupor of Precedents shun, 

In a field where the forefather print of the hoof 
Is not yet overgrassed by the watering hours, 

^ And should prompt us to Change, as to promise of sun, 
Till brain-rule splendidly towers* 

Por that large light we have laboured and tramped 
Thorough forest and bogland, still to perceive 
I Our animate morning stamped 

With the lines of a sombre eve. 

I 

A timorous thing ran the innocent hind, 

When the wolf was the hypocrite feng under hood, 

J The snake a lithe lurker tip sleeve, 

I And the lion efiPulgently ramped. 

Then our forefather hoof did its work in the wood, 

By right of the better in kind. 

But now will it breed yon bestial brood 
Three-fold thrice over, if bent to bind, 

As the hbaliiiy in chains with the sick, 

Unto despot usa^e our issuing mind. 
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Precedents icily written on high, 

Challenge the Tentatives hot to rebel. 

Our Mother, who speeds her bloomful quick 
Por the march, reads which the impediment welL 
She smiles when of sapience is their boast. 

0 loose of the tug between blood run dry 
And blood running flame may our offspring runl 
May brain democratic be king of the host I 
Less then shall the volumes of History tell 
Of the step in progression, the slip in relapse, 

That counts us a sand-slack inch hard won, 

Beneath an oppressive incumbent perhaps. 

Let the senile lords in a parchment sky, 

And the generous turbulents drunken of morn. 

Their battle of instincts put by, 

A mommit examine this field: 

On a Roman street cast thoughtful eye, - . 

Along to the mounts from the bog-forest weald. 

It merits a glance at our histoiy^s maps, 

To see across Britain's old Shaggy unshori^ 

Through the Parties in strife internecine, foot 
Tl^ tuler^s close-reckoned direct to the mArk. 

Prom the head ran vaEqnisher^s orderly route, 

In the stride of hto fdrts.%rong^ and dark 

■pfem the head runs the payM ’Ssm way for advance, 
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Sprang tlie Acropolis. Ask what crown 
Comes of our tides of the blood at war, 

Tor men to bequeath generations down! 

And ask what thou wast when the Purse was brimmed: 
What high-bounding ball for the Gods at play: 

A Conservative youth! who the cream-bowl skimmed, 
Desiring affairs to be left as they are. 


So, thou takest Youth’s natural place in the fray, 
As a Tentative, combating Peace, 

Our lullaby word for decay. — 

There will come an immediate decree 
In thy mind for the opposite party’s decease, 

If he bends not an instant knee. 

Expunge it: extinguishing counts poor gain. 

And accept a mild word of police: •— 

Be mannerly, measured; refrain 
Prom the puflS.ngs of him of the bagpipe cheeks* 
Our political, even as the merchant main, 

A temperate gale requires 
Por the ship that haven seeks; 

Neither Grod of the winds nor his bellowsy squires. 


Then observe the antagonist, con 
flis reasons for rocking the lullaby word. 

You stand on a different stage of the stairs. 

He fought certain battles, yoa senile lord. 

In the strength of thee, feel his bequest to his hei^e. 
We are now on his inches of ground hard won^ 

'Por a perch to a Sight o’er his resting feuce. 
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Does it knock too hard at tky kead if I say, 

That Time is botk father and son? 

Tongh lesson^ when senses are floods over sensei — 
Discern the paternal of I^Tow 
As the Then of thy present tense. 

You may pnli as yon will either way, 

You can never be other than one. 

So, be filial. Giants to slay, 

Demand knowing eyes in their Jack. 

There are those whom we pnsh from the path with respe< 
lk>w to that elder, though seeing him bow 
To the backward as well, for a thunderous back 
Upon thee. In his day he was not all wrong. 

Unto some foundered zenith he strove, and was wrecked 
He scrambled to shore with a worship of shore. 

The Future be sees as the slippery murk; 

The Fast as his doctrinal library lore. 

Ho now th© rodk to the wavers wild wash. 

Yet thj Inmpisit santagonist once did work 
H^rohsal, 05»© of bnr 

His gold to net&m and Ms ^ 

Mbi, but humour, not aiming to qmasM 
. lilt deod squat of the Tmk^ - ^ - 
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Oft at its fount has it laughed 
In the cataracts rolling for rape 
Of a Eeason left single to sob! 

'T is known how the permanent nerer is writ 
In blood of the passions: mercurial they, 

Shifty their issue; stir not that pit 
To the game our brutes best play. 

But with rhetoric loose, can we check man’s brute? 
Assemblies of men on their legs invoke 
Excitement for wholesome diversion: there shoot 
Electrical sparks between their dry thatch 
And thy waved torch, more to kindle than light. 

’T is instant between you; the trick of a catch 
(To match a Batrachian croak) 

Will thump them a frenzy or fun in their veins. ^ 

Then may it be rather the well-worn joke 
Thou repeatest, to stop conflagration, and write 
Penance for rhetoric. Strange will it seem, 

When thou readest that form of thy homage to brains! 

^ Eor the secret why demagogues foil, 

Though they carry hot mobs to the red extreme, 

And knock out or knock in the nail ^ 

(We will rank them as flatly sincere, 

Devoutly detesting a wrongs 
Engines overcharged with our human steam), 

Question thee, seething amid the throng. 

And ask, whether Wisdom is born of, blood-heat^ 

Or of other than Wisdom comes victory herej-— ; 
Aught more than jhe^bantnet and roundel^j^ .: 



'4m' 
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That is closed with a terrible terminal wail, 

A retributive black ding-dong? 

And ask of thyself: This furious Yea 
Of a speech I thump to repeat, 

In the cause I would have prevail, 

For seed of a nourishing wheat, 

Is it accej)ted of Song ? 

Does it sound to the mind through the ear, 
^ight sober, pure sane? has it disciplined feet^ 
Thou wilt find it a test severe 5 
Unerring whatever the theme* 

Eings it for Eeason a melody clear, 

We have bidden old Chaos retreat 5 
We have called on Creation to hear; 

All forces that make us are one full stream 


Simple islander! thus may the spirit in verse, 
Showing its practical value and weight, 

Pipe to thee clear from the Empty Purse, 

Lead thee aloft to that high estate. — 

The test is conclusive, I deem: 

It embraces or mortally bites. 

We have then the key-note for debates - 
A sife on the heists 

to aineud* - 
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Is it accepted of Song ? 

And if tlien the blimt answer be Hay, 
\)islink thee sharp from the ramping horde, 
Slayes of the Goddess of hoar-old sway, 

The Queen of delirous rites, 

Queen of those issueless mobs, that rend 
For frenzy the strings of a fruitful accord, 
Pursuing insensate, seething in throng, 

Their wild idea to its ashen end. 

Off to their Phrygia, shriek and gong, 

Shorn from their fellows, behold them wend! 

But thou, should the answer ring Ay, 
Hast warrant of seed for thy word: 

The musical God is nigh * 

To inspirit and temper, tune it, and steer 
Through the shoals: is it worthy of Song, 
-There are souls all woman to hear, 
Woman to bear and renew. 

For he is the Master of Measure, and weighs, 
Broad as the arms of his blue. 

Fine as the web of his rays, 

Justice, whose voice is a mel^y clear, ‘ 

The one sure life for the numbered long. 

From him are the brutal and vain, 

The vile, the excessive, out-thrust: 

He points to the God on the upmost throne; 
He is the saver of grain. 

The sifter of spirit from dust. 

He, Harmony, tells how to Measure pertain 
The virilities: Measure alone 
Has votaries rich in^Hie male: 
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Fathers embracing no cloud, 

Sowing no harvestless main: 

Alike by the flesh and the spirit endowed 
To create, to perpetuate; woo, win, wed; 

Send progeny streaming, have earth for their owru 
Over-run the insensates, disperse with a puff 
Simulacra, though solid they sail, 

And seem such imperial stuff: 

Yes, the living divide off the dead* 


Then thou with thy furies outgrown, 
hTot as Cybele’s beast will thy head lash tail 
So praeter-determinedly thermonous, 

Nor thy cause be an Attis far fled* 

Thou under stress of the strife, 

Shalt hear for sustainment supreme, 
The cry of the conscience of Life: 

Keep the young generations in hail^ 

And 'bequeath them no tumbled house! 


There ha-st thou the sacred theme, 
Therein the inveterate spur. 

Of the Innermost. See her one blink 
In vision past eyeballs. Not thee 
She cares for, btvt us.. Follow her. 
Folio#; her, and thou wilt not sink. 
With thy soul the Life espouse: , 


This life of the visible, audible, rihgr 
tight dbout;. and n^ death 



be; 


j&fcdriBki 

:: 
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As a warrior’s wound eaeli transient sting* 

She leads to the Uppermost link by link^ 

Exacts but vision^ desires not vows. 

Above us the singular number to see; 

The plural warm round us; ourself in the thick, 

A dot or a stop: that is our task; 

Her lesson in figured arithmetic, 

Eor the letters of Life behind its mask; 

Her flower-like look under fearful brows. 

As for thy special case, 0 my friend, one must think 
Massilia’s victim, who held the carouse 
For the length of a carnival year, 

Knew worse: but the wretch had his opening choice. 
For thee, by our law, no alternatives were; 

Thy fall was assured ere thou earnest to a voice. 

He cancelled the ravaging Plague, 

With the roll of his fat off the cliff. 

Do thou with thy lean as the weapon of ink. 

Though they call thee an angler who fishes the vague 
And catches the not too pink, - 
Attack one aa murderous knowing i&y oause 
Is the of coininunity. D^i^te, 

Iterate, iterate, harp on the trite: 

Our preacher to win is the supple in stiff: 

Yet always in measure, with bearing polite: 

The manner of one that would expiate 
His share in grandmotherly Laws, ' 

Which do the dark thing to destroy. 

Under aspect of water so guilelessly whit© 

For the general use^ by the devils befouled.- 
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Enougi, poor prodigal boy I 
Tbou bast listened -with patience; another had howled 
Eepentance is proved, forgiveness is earned. 

And ’tis bony; denied thee thy succulent half 
Of the parable’s blessing to swineherd returiisd: 

A Sermon thy slice of the Scriptural calf! 


By my faith, there is feasting to come, 

Not the less, when our Earth we have seen 
Beneath and on surface, her deeds and designs: 

Who gives us the man-loving Nazarene, 

The martyrs, the poets, the com and the vines. 

By my faith in the head, she has wonders in loom; 
Eevelations, delights. I can hear a faint crow 
Of the cock of fresh mornings, far, far, yet distinct; 
As down the new shafting of mines, 

A cry of the metally gnome. 

When our Earth we have seen, and have linked 
With the home of the Spirit to whom we unfold, 
Imprisoned humanity open will throw 
Its fortress gates, and the rivers of gold 
Eor the congregate friendliness flow. 

• Then the meaning of Earth in her children behold: 
Olad eyes, frank hands, and a fellowship resali 

And laughter on lipsj a® the! Myds’ oulhnr^ 

; ■ Itme fldoding of light. ‘ ijfo robbery then - 
:; rEhs a robber’s abode the horaor. 
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The God in the conscience of multitudes feel, 

And we feel deep to Earth at her heart, 

We have her communion with men, 

New ground, new skies for appeal. 

Yield into harness thy best and thy worst; 

Away on the trot of thy servitude start, 

Through the rigours and joys and sustainments of air 
If courage should falter, ’t is wholesome to kneel. 
Eemember that well, for the secret with some, 

Who pray for no gift, but have cleansing in prayer, 
And free from impurities tower-like stand. 

I promise not more, save that feasting will come 
To a mind and a body no longer inversed: 

The sense of large charity over the land. 

Earth’s wheaten of wisdom dispensed in the rough, 
And a bell ringing thanks for a sustenance meal 
Through the active machine: lean fare, 

But it carries a sparkle I And now enough, 

And part we as comrades part, 

To meet again never or some day or soon. 

Our season of drought is reminder rudei— 

No later than yesternooU, 

I looked on the horse of a cart, 

By the wayside water-trough. 

How a:t every draught of h^ bride:f|„thir^ 

His nostrils 

Eood for us, food, suefe Mfet 

Drew our tlu|ughts to e^rth^s lo^ly food. 
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I 

A BEVELATioN came on Jane, 

The widow of a labouring swain: 

And first her body trembled sharp, 

Then all the woman was a harp 
With winds along the strings; she heard, 
Though there was neither tone nor word. 


II 

For past our hearing was the air, 
Beyond our speaking what it bare, 
And she within herself had sight 
Of heaven at work to cleanse outright, 
To make of her a mansion fit 
For angel hosts inside to sit. 


Ill 


They entered, and forthwith entranced, 

. ®^:hody braced, her members danced;, 
woman '/4 

cfe .cohi:jkised.she kept; 
linSteiJane 
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Tliese knew ske bad been reading books, 
The which was witnessed by her looks 
Of late: she had a mania 
For mad folk in America, 

And said for sure they led the way, 

But meat and beer were meant to stay. 


V 

That she had visited a fair, 

Had seen a gauzy lady there, 

Alive with tricks on legs alone, 

As good as wings, was also known: 
And longwhiles in a sullen mood. 
Before her jumping, Jane would brood. 



As if afire 


And neithCT pair oontiibuted. . . ; 

I fe silenoe: : ^e was thoi^it 
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TH 

The villagers were mostly dazed 5 

They jeered, they wondered, and they praisec' 

^ was guessed by some she was inspired, 

And some would have it she had hired 
An engine in her petticoats. 

To turn their wits and win the^'r votes. 


VIII 

Her first was Winny Earnes, a kind 
Of woman not to dance inclined; 
But she went up, entirely won, 


Ere Jump-togiory Jane had done; 
And once a vixen wild for speech, 
S&e the better way to preach# 
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it wss SC6116 wli 6 ii 1118.11 and maid} 
Abandoning all other trade, 

And careless of the call to meals, 
Went jumping at the woman’s heels. 
By dozens they were counted soon, 
Without a sound to tell their tune. 


XI 

Along the roads they cam®, and crosses 
The fields, and o’er the hills were lost, 
And in the evening reappeared; 

Then short like hobbled horses reared. 
And down upon the grass they plamped 

Alone their Jane to glory jumped. 


XII 

At morn they ro^, to ' 

All going as ^ 
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When turnips were a filling crop, 

In scorn they jumped a butcher^s shop: 
Or, spite of threats to flog and souse. 

They jumped for shame a public-house: 
And much their legs were seized with rage 
If passing by the vicarage. 


XIV 

The tightness of a hempen rope 
Their bodies got; but laundry soap 
Not handsomer can rub the skin 
Tor token of the washed within. 
Occasionally coughers cast 
A leg alof fecitnd coughed their last. 


XV 


The weaker maidsf and some old men,, 
\fee(juping rafters for the pen : 

^^Were th^ wto fell 
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XVI 

H'or these poor innocents^ that slept 
A.gainst the skj, soft womea wept: 

For never did they any theft; 

’T was known when they their camping left; 
And jumped the cold out of their rags f 
In spirit rich as money-bags. 


xni 

They jumped the question; Jumped reply; 
And whether to insist, deny. 

Reprove, persuade, they jumped in ranks 
Or singly, straight the arms to flanks, 

And straight the legs, with Just Ur knee r; 
For bending in a mild degree*' 


xvm 
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It really seemed on certain days, 

When they bobbed up their Lord to praise. 
And bobbing up they caught the glance ■ 

Of light, our secret is to dance, 

And hold the tongue from hindering peace; 
To dance out preacher and police. 


XX 

Those flies of boys disturbed them sore 
On Sundays and when daylight wore: 
With withies out from hedge or copse, 
They treated them as whipping-tops. 
And flung big stones with cruel aim; 
Yet all the lock jumped' on the same. 


XXI 

IPox what could perseeution do 
blessed crew, 
s to SM) 
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But ii they tore, they could pursue 
As well, and this the Bishop too; 

When inner warnings proved him plain 
The chase for Jump-to-glory Jane* 

She "knew it by his being sent 
To bless the feasting in the teiak 


XXIH 

Not less than fifty years on 69*4 

The Squire had hem ^ Bibtef^8 fsilri 
And his poor tenants, hamfesa 
With souls to saveJ fed nest 
But angry 

Outside bo show 'Qie way to ^ 
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Her highest leap had come: with ease 
She jumped to reach the Bishop’s knees: 
Compressing tight her arms and lips, 

She sought to jump the Bishop’s hips: 
Her aim flew at his apron-hand, 

That he might see and understand. 


XXVT 

The mild inquiry of his gaze 
Was altered to a peaked amaze, 

At sight of thirty in ascent j 
To gain his notice clearly hent: 

And greatly Jane at heart was vexed 
By his pl^aghed look of mind perplexed. 


XXVII 


: In jumpssaid, Bewaare the pit! 

: it— 
the roast} 
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XXVIII 

She jumped him high as huntsmen go 
Across the gate 5 she jumped him low, 
To coax him to begin and feel 
His infant steps returning, peel 
His mortal pride, exposing fruit, 

And off with hat and apron suit. 


XXIX 

We need much patience, well she knew, 
And out and out, and through and thorugh, 
When we would gentlefolk address, 
However we may seek to bless: 

At times they hide them like the beasts; 
Trom sacred beams 5 and mostly priesfes* 





214 


A REABING- QiT EARTH 


y-yxT 

!Now stamped tlie Squire, and knowing not 
Her business, waved ber from tbe spot. 
Encircled by tbe men of might, 

Tbe bead of Jane, like flickering light, 

As in a charger, they beheld 
Ere she was from tbe park expelled* 


yxxTT 

Her grief, in jumps of earthly weight, 
Did Jane around communicate: 

For that the moment when began 
The holy but mistaken man, 

In view of light, to take his lift, 

They him from her charm adrift! 


xxxm 


he Alsmidied ism 

from fte grace, 

in fright. 

.... , 
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XXXIV 

Her greying eyes (until she sank 
At Fredsham on the wayside bank. 
Like cinder heaps that whitened lie 
From coals that shot the flame to sky) 
Had glassy vacancies, which yearned 
For one in memory discerned. 


XXXV 


May those who ply the tongue that oheats> 
And those who rush to beer and meats, 
And those whose mean ambition aims 
At palaces and titled names, 

Depart in such a cheerful strain 
As did our Jump-to-giory Jane! 


xxxyi ; 

Her end waabeautiftjj: . 

She jumped » foot tsrhea it - 

A lily in a linen clout . ..., 

She looked w:heB,firey h94laid |tei^^ 

It is a ^ ‘ ' 

For EngJsma up t 
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TO THE COMIC SPIRIT « 

SwoED of Common Sense! — 

Our surest gift: the sacred chain 
Of man to man; firm earth for trust 
In structures vowed to permanence: — 

Thou guardian issue of the harvest brain! 

Implacable perforce of justj 

With that good treasure in defenoey 

Which is our gold crushed out of joy and pain 

Since first men planted foot and hand was king: 

Bright, nimble of the marrow-nerve 
To wield thy double edge, retort 
Or hold the deadlier reserve. 

And through thy victim^s weapon sting; 

Thine is the service, thine the sport 
This syfty heart of ours to htm^ 

Acro^ils thrmany a f&g 




ODES 


Again to be the lordly paw, 

Naming his appetites his needs. 

Behind a decorative cloak: 

Thou, of the highest, the unwritten Law 
We read upon that building's architrave 
In the mind's firmament, by men upraised 
With sweat of blood when they had quitted cave 
^br fellowship, and rearward looked amazed, 
Where the prime motive gapes a lurid jaw, 

Thou, soul of wakened heads, art armed to warn, 
Kestrain, lest we backslide on whence we sprang 
Scarce better than our dwarf beginning shoot, 

Of every gathered pearl and blossom shorn; 
Through thee, in novel wiles to win disguise, 
Seen are the pits of the disrupter, seen 
His rebel agitation at our root: 

Thou hast him out of hawking eyes; 

Nor ever morning of the clang 

Young Echo sped on hEl from horn ; ; 

In forest blown when scent was keen ■ 

Off earthy dews besprinkliiig bkdes. .. 

Of covert grass more 

The yelp of chase down alleys ^een, ,v^.. 

Eorth of the hcadlong-pouring glad^ -,..-: . 

Over the dappled fallows wM^away,.^,- 
Than 

At sight of 

Devout fsgr pSi^tpe i - 




Let tE^'ooq^crow and ruddy morn 

His handmaiifei^-appearl Youtli claims his hour 

The generously ludicrous 

Espouses it. But see we somsh^f day, 

On whom Life leans for guidance in ourjfight, 
Accept the throb for lord of us; 

Eor lord, for the main central light 
that gives direction, not the eclipse; — 

Or dost thou look where niggard Age, 

Demanding reverence for wrinkles, whips 
A tumbled top to grind a wolf’s worn tooth; — 
Hoar despot on our final stage. 

In dotage of a stunted Youth; — 

Or it may be some venerable sage, 

ITot having thee awake in him, compact 
Of wisdom else, the breast’s old tempter trips; 
Or see we cer^oniaJ state, 

Bobing the gilded beast, exact 
Abjection, while the crackskull name of I^te 
Is nsed to stamp aM printed 

A cruel comer lengthens up thy lips; 

These are thy game wherever men engage: 
l^ese and, majestic in a borrowed shapes 
The major and the minor po^tate^ 

€b?eative of their viaiiOm — 
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Call up thy hounds of laughter to their run. 
These, that would have men still of men be foes 
Eternal fox to prowl and pike to feed; 

Would keep our life the whirly pool 
Of turbid stuff dishonouring History; 

The herd the drover’s herd, the fool the fool, 
Ourself our slavish self’s infernal sun; 

These are the children of the heart untaught 
By thy q^iriok founts to beat abroad, by thee 
Untamed to tone its passions under thought. 

The rich humaneness reading in thy fun. 

Of them a world of coltish heels for school, 

We have; a world with driving wrecks bestrewn. 


’T is written of the Gods of human mould. 

Those Hectar Gods, of glorious stature hewn 
To quicken hymns, that they did hear incensed. 
Satiric comments overbold, 

From one whose part was by decree 

The jester’s; but they boiM to feel him bites^ 

Better for them hadife^;^ vndit fetieed 

Or smiled corrected I ’fitey in the ' great Gods’ might. 
Their prober ctushed, as fingers flea; 

Crumbled Olympus when the soVerei^ 

His fatal kickto hiOTiK ;,. • •; 

The S«tyEsist'|>a8s by 


Thoee #ho-^w^6 ^ 
>6d 


irygJeej 
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Ped to dire fatness off uncurbed conceit* 

Eyes under saw them waddle on their Mount, 

And drew them down; to flattest earth they rolled 
This know we veritable. 0 Sage of Mirth! 

Can it be true, the story men recount 

Of the fairn plight of the great Gods on earth? 

How they being deathless, though of human mould. 
With human cravings, undecaying frames, 

Must labour for subsistence; are a band 

Whom a loose-cheeked, wide-lipped gay cripple leads 

At haunts of holiday on summer sand: 

Amd lightly he will hint to one that heeds, 

Hames in pained designation of them, names 
Ensphered on blue skies and on black, which twirl 
Our hearing madly from our seeing dazed, 

Add Bacchus unto both; and he entreats 
(His baby dimples in maternal chaps 
Banning wild labyrinths of line and curl) 

Compassion for his masterful Trombone, 

Whose thunder is the brass of how he blazed 


Of old: for him of the mounlain-musele feats, 
Who guts a drum to fetch a snappish groan: 
Eor his fierce bugler horning onset, whom 
A truncheon-battered helmet caps. . . • , 
The creature is of ^truest mien | . 


To plead a sorrow darker than 
Hts Harp and Triangle, in tonSe suMS 
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A globe in cupolas; the blowsiest q^ueen 
Of overflowing dome on dome; . 

Bedundancy contending with the tight, 
Leaping the dam! He fondly calls, his girl. 
The buxom tripper with the goblet-smile, 
llefreshful. 0 but now his brows are dun. 
Bunched are his lips, as when distilling guile, 
To drop his venomous: the Dame of dames. 


Blower of the world, that honey one, 

She of the earthly rose in the sea-pearl. 

To whom the world ran ocean for her kiss; 
He names her, as a worshipper he names, 
And indicates with a contemptuous thumb. 
The lady meanwhile lures the mob, alike 
Ogles the bursters of the horn and drum. 
Curtain her close 1 her open arms 
Have suckers for beholders: she to this ? 
For that she could not, save in fury, hear 


A sharp corrective utterance flick . 

Her idle manners, for the laugh to strike 
Beauty so breeding beauty, without peer: - ; 

Above the snow^ aJftpSg She reaps 

This mouldy garher biltlw fatal kick ? 

Gross with the sacrifice of Oiree^sw»rmS,■ 1 
Astaite of vile swe^te ^ 

The tradei: ■ ■ 

dog! hoot,owl! 


Andshe is bliishless': ancient worship weeps. ;j 

da^#e the chams; 



m 


oims 


She stands in her unholy oily leer 
A statue losing feature, weather-sick 
Mid draggled creepers of twined ivy sera. 

The eortain cried for magniiies to see! — 

We cannot quench our one corrupting glance: 

The vision of the rumour will not flee. 

Doth the Boy own such Mother?—shoot his dart 
To iH-ing her, countless as the crested deeps. 

Her subjects of the uncorrected heart? 

Falae is that vision, shrieks the devotee; 

Ineredilda, we echo; and anew 

Idke a far growling lightning-cloud it leai>s. 

Low hammrist this leader seems; perchance 
Pitched horn his University career, 

Adapt at classic fooling. Yet of mould 
Hu ma n those Gods were: deathless too: 

Ow high they n<rfi as meditatives paced: 
Ptodigiaiitly they did the deeds of flesh: 
Demnding, they would touch the lowest here: 


Aad ih^ ftah Hghh^ form of blue and gold. 

Whom tlm aeaa gave, all earth, all earth embraced; 

the great hauls of her mesh; 

V^iiiud aiad hat©d,**8esperately dear; 

Ifai^taiwanuf Ko more pursue I 

I4m hh 
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To notions monstrous, doings mad 
As billows on a foam-lasbed beach; 
llorue on the tides of alternating heats, 

Will drug the brain, will doom the soul as well; 
Call the closed mouth of that harsh- final Power 
To speak in judgement; Nemesis, the fell; 

Of those bright Gods assembled, offspring sour; 
The last surviving on the upper seats; 

As with men Eeason when their hearts rebel. 


Ah, what a fruitless breeder is this heart, 
Pull of the mingled seeds, each eating each. 
Not wiser of our mark than at the start, 

It surges like the wrath-faced father Sea 
To countering winds; a force blind-eyed. 
On endless rounds of aimless reach; 
Emotion for the source of pride, 


The grounds of faith in fixity - 

Above our flesh; its cravings urging speec^ 
Inspiring prayer; by turns a liynp, i : 

Swung on a time^ja^ft ;^ ^ ' ; -; - .11 

A quivering . ■ 

Por seats ang^dibk; it shrinks, it yearns, / 
Ixives, loathes; is €anm or cinders;^ 

Capping a*sull€@FCtat^ vA^ jaanMnd . 

We see cloud^pp^^ : 

Eecsujsis of thy straigW leaderdiip declined; . 
At heels of this -fd ,t|^;dehteive.spark: , , 

Now wh^ islil^^ns rae^ pi^s ... 





.. 
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A thickened host; when now weiear alond 
Life for the very life implore 
A signal of a visioned mark; 

Light of the mind, the mind^s disc ourse, 

The rational in graciousness, 

Thee by acknowledgement enthroned, 

To tame and lead that blind-eyed force 
In harmony of harness with the crowd, 

Tor payment of their dues; as yet disowned, 
Save where some dutiful lone creature, vowed 
To holy work, deems it the heart’s intent; 

Or where a silken circle views it cowled, 

The seeming figure of concordance, bent 
On satiating tyrant lust 
Or barren fits of sentiment* 


Thou wilt not have our paths befouled 
By simulation; are we vile to view, 

The heavens shaB ^ us cfoaki of our own dust^ 
Beneath thy bree 2 y flitting wing: 

They make their mirror upon faces true; 
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Yet mark effects, and slnin tke flash, 

Till their drowsed wits a beam conceive, 

To spy a wound without a gash, 

The magic in a turn of wrist, 

And how are wedded heart and head regaled 
When Wit o’er Folly blows the mort, 

And their high note of union spreads 

Wide from the timely word with conquest charged; 

Victorious laughter, of no loud report, 

If heard; derision as divinely veiled 
As terrible Immortals in rose-mist, 

Given to the vision of arrested men; 

Whereat they feel within them weave 
Community its closer threads, 

And are to our fraternal state enlarged; 
liike warm fresh blood is their enlivened ken: 

They learn that thou art not of alien sort, ^ 
Speaking the tongue by vipers hissed, 

Or of the frosty heights unsealed, 

Or of the vain who simple speech distort, 

Or of the vapours pointing on to nought 

Along cold skies f though sh^ and high thy pitch; 

As when sole homfwaa:d the belated treads, 

And hears aloft a clamour wailed, 

That once had se^edd^he broomstick witch 

horridly violating j^ad for 

He from the rub of mfe^: ^dispersing fears. 

Hears, migrants marshaSii^ their midnight train jr 
Hoit^est ^rder in appears, 

Hotle^ than^in,the h^^^^^village steads* 

So do; those to share 

tO!L, • 
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T“ ‘‘ 

So thaa for washing a 

For thj sweet singing keynote of the wise, 
LaughJer-the joy of Reason ®eeingjade 
ObaLotioa into Earth’s renewing beds, ^ 

^^^the stroke of her good serv^t s hlade 
Thenoeforth art as their ea^-star hailed; 

Gain of the years, conjunction s pn^e. 

The greater heart in thy 

They tee, thou Capfe^ of onr civil Fort! 

By store elusive savages assailed 

On each aaoending stage; untired 

inner foe and outer to cut short, ^ 
bldw to ebaS pretenders void of grist: 

Showing old tigeFs elaws, old crocodile’s 
Yaid-gtin of eager grinders, slim to sight, ^ 
like forsat i® rannir^ -water, oft when smiles, 

"Sfbea pearly terars, when fluent lips delight. 

Be* never with the slayeFs malice fired: 

Aa littte as informs an infent’s fist 

Hi the ameeae! Thou 'would’st but haye us be 

. /' 

BiniadiTiig on feoh®? tree j 

Bradief fear fiow^^ir% ^ tM^Court:'' ' 
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And all look higter to new loveliness 
Begotten of the look: thy mark is there 'j 
While on our temporal ground alive, 

Rightly though fearfully thou wieldest sword. 

Of finer temper now a numbered learn 
That they resisting thee themselves Resist; 

And not thy bigger joy to smite and drive, 

Prompt the dense herd to butt, and set the snare 
Witching them into pitfalls for hoarse shouts. 
More now, and hourly more, and of the Lord 
Thou leaPst to, doth this rebel heart discern. 
When pinched ascetic and red sensualist 
Alternately recurrent freeze or burn. 

And of its old religions it has doubts. 

It fears thee less when thou hast shown it bare; 
Less hates, part understands, nor much resents, 
When the prized objects it has raised for prayex, 
Por ficful prayer; — repentance dreading fire, 
Impelled by aches; the blindness which repents 
Like the poor trampled worm that writhes in mire 
Are sounded by thee, and thou darest probe 
Old Institutions and Establishment, 

Once fortresses against the of sin. 

For what their worth 5 efiad q^uestioningiy prod 
Por why they stand upon a racing globe. 

Impeding blocks, less useful than the clod 5 
Their angel out of them, a demon in.' 

This half-enlightened heart, still doomed to fret^ 
To hurl at vanities, to drift in shame 
Of gain or loss, bewailing the sure rod, 
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Shall of predestiaatioii wed thee yet. 

Something it gathers of what things shoidd drop 
At entrance on new times; of how thrice broad 
The world of minds communicative; how 
A straggling Katnre classed in school, and scored 
With stripes admonishing, may yield to plough 
Fruitfullest furrows, nor for waxing tame 
Be feeble on an Blarth whose gentler crop 
Is its most living, in the mind that steers, 

By Reason led, her way of tree and flame, 

Beyond the genuflexioiis and the tears; 

Upon an Earth that cannot stop, 

Where upward is the visible aim, 

And ever we espy the greater God, 

For simple pointing at a good adored: 

Proof of the closer neighbourhood* Head on. 
Sword of tl;^ many, light of few ! untwist 
Or cut our tangles till fair space is won 
Beyuckd a kiared wood of austere brow. 

Relieved of disoord by thy timely word 
At intervals refreshing Me: for tiiou 
Art verily Keeper of the Muse’s Key 5 
Thyself no vacant melodist; 

On loweir land ^eetiv® even as she; 

HoUii^ 8 ^ all dassonanoe ahhorredi 
to iwgar toeasur^ steps in flow f. 

Awd faidktog how tor heing OTh(|eeted free 





YOUTH IE MEMOEY 


Days, when the hall of onx vision 
Had eagles that flew unabashed to sun; 

When the grasp on the bow was decision, 

And arrow and hand and eye were one; 

When the Pleasures, like waves to a swimmer, 
Came heaving for rapture ahead! — 

Invoke them, they dwindle, they glimmer 
As lights over mounds of the dead. 

Behold the winged Olympus, off the mead, 

With thunder of wide pinions, lightning speed, 
Wafting the shepherd-boy through etlaer clear, 

To bear the golden ne^r*cupi 
So flies desire at view of its delight. 

When the young heart is tiptoe perched on sight 
We meanwhile who in hues of the sick year, 

The Spring-time paint to prick us for our lost, 
Mount but the fatal half way up, 

Whereon shut eyes 1 This is decreed, 

Por Age that would to youthful heavens sfecend, 
By pa^ion for tiie arms^ possess!^ ' 
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A spirk goae out to more = 

Go^f the arrowy eagle ofthe heigH 
Be then the Uttle bird tiat hops to feed. 


Lame falls the cry to kindle days 
Of radiant orb and daring g^- 

It does but «^k our mortal cnam. 

For F^h reads through her felon old, 

The many'^iuinbered of her fold, 

Who forward tottering backward strain. 
And would be thiev^es of treasure spent. 


With their grey season soured. ,. 

8he eould w^ out their history in their thirst 
To hare again the much devoured, 
b© thie at burst; 


In bemj {mucj Joia tbe flow, 

Where Tooth swims on as once they went. 
All ehmric for spontaneous glee 
Of aeti*e eager lungs and thews; 

They bow hared remfe bemde river bent; 
WhfloB privily® themselves to see j 
lAeir plnoe in yonder tideway knowj 


Tha ennwt gloas pexuse; 

Xhfi 4iafil» ; 
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Until their hour for losing hold on ground. 

IDveii such good harvest of the things that flee, 
Earth offers her subjected, and they choose 
Xlather of Bacchic Youth one beam to drink, 

And warm slow marrow with the sensual wink. 

So block they at her source the Mother of the Muse. 

Who cheerfully the little bird becomes, 

Without a fall, and pipes for peck at crumbs, 

May have her dolings to the lightest touch; 

As where some cripple muses by his crutch, 
Unwitting that the spirit in him sings; 

< When I had legs, then had I wings. 

As good as any born of eggs, 

To feed on all aerial things, 

When I had legs I ’ 

,And if not to embrace he sighs, 

She gives him breath of Youth awhile, 

Perspective of a breezy mile, 

Companionable hedgeways, lifting skies; 

Scenes where his nested dreams upon their hoard 
Brooded, or tip to empyrean ^ared: " 

Enough to link him a dotted line. 

But cravings for an eaglets flight. 

To top white peaks and serve wild wine 
Among the rosy uhdecayed, 

Bring only flash of shade ' 

From her full throbbing breast of day in night. 

By what they crave are they betrayed: 

And cavernous is that yoflng dragon^s jaw, 

Orimson tot al! the fiery tepttle saw 
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In time now coveted; for teetlx to flay. 

Once more consume, were Life recurrent May. 
They to their moment of drawn breath. 

Which is the life that makes the death. 

The death that makes ethereal life would bind. 
The death that breeds the spectre do they find. 
Darkness is wedded and the waste regrets 
Beating as dead leaves on a fitful gust, 

By souls no longer dowered to climb 
Beneath their pack of dust. 

Whom envy of a lustrous prime, 

Eclipsed while yet invoked, besets, 

And dooms to sink and water sable flowers, 
That never gladdened eye or loaded bee, 

Strain we the arms for Memory’s hours, 

We are the seized Persephone. 


Responsive never to the soft desire 
Eor one prized tune is this our chord of life. 
’T is clipped to deadness with a wanton knife, 
In wishes that for ecstasies aspire. 

Yet have we glad companionship of Youth, 
Elysian meadows for the mind, 

Dare we to face deeds done, and in our tomb 
Filled with the parti-coloured bloom 
Of loved and hated, ^asp ail human truth 
Sowed by us down the mazy paths behind. 


Tb h^yen.must we^that hall sound through; 

a of 

' Thaisfetibix into view, 


.t » i-..- V.. - 
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In likeness of us, made of 'banned and blest 
The sower’s bed, but not the reaper’s rest: 
An Earth alive with meanings, wherein meet 
Buried, and breathing, and to be. 

Then of the junction of the three, 

Even as a heart in brain, full sweet 
May sense of soul, the sum of music, beat. 


Only the soul can walk the dusty track 
Where hangs our flowering under vapours black. 
And bear to see how these pervade, obscure, 
Quench recollection of a spacious pure. 

They take phantasmal forms, divide, convolve, 
Hard at each other point and gape. 

Horrible ghosts I in agony dissolve, 

To reappear with one they drape 

For criminal, and. Father 1 shrieking name, 

Who such distorted issue did beget. 

Accept them, them and him, though hiss thy sweat 
01¥ brow on breast, whose furnace flaine 
Has eaten, and old Self oonstimes. ^ 

Out of the purification will they leap, 

Thee renovating while new light illumes 
The dusky web of evil, kUown as pain, 

That heavily up health ward moflnfe the steep; 

Our fleshly road to of brain: 


Midway the tameless oe^anic brute 
Below, whose heave is topped with foanf for frthtj 
And the fair reflecting inner peace 

On righteous warfare^ that asks hot to"6eSi^ 


{A* V . 
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Forth of such passage throrxgh black fire we win 
Clear hearing of the simple lute, 

Whereon, and not on other, Memory plays 
For them who can in quietness receive 
Her restorative airs: a ditty thin 
As note of hedgerow bird in ear of eve, 

Or wave at ebb, the shallow catching rays 
On a transparent sheet, where curves a glass 
To truer heavens than when the breaker neighs 
Loud at the plunge for bubbly wreck in roar. 
Solidity and bulk and martial brass, 

Once tyrants of the senses, faintly score 
A mark on pebbled sand or fluid slime. 

While present in the spirit, vital there, 

Are things that seemed the phantoms of their time 
Eternal as the recurrent cloud, as air 
Imperative, refreshful as dawn-dew. 

Some evanescent hand on vapour scrawled 
Historic of the soul, and heats anew 
Its coloured lines where deeds of flesh stand bald. 
True of the man, and of mankind’t is true., 

Did we stout battle with the Shade, Despair, 

Our cowardice, it blooms; or haply warred, 
Against the primal beast in us, and flung; 

Or cleaving mists of SorroWj left it starred 
Above'^lfr^ty slain: or it was Prayer 

life’s cleanser; or the tongue 


Spa^e tittis heart; or rings ^ 
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These quickening live. But deepest at her springs, 
Most filial, is an eye to love her young. 

And had we it, still see with it, alive 
Is our lost garden, flower, bird and hive. 

Blood of her blood, aim of her aim, are then 
The green-robed and grey-crested sons of men: 

She tributary to her aged restores 
The living in the dead; she will inspire 
Faith homelier than on the Yonder shores, 
Abhorring these as mire, 

Uncertain steps, in dimness gropes. 

With mortal tremours pricking hopes. 

And, by the final Bacchic of the lusts 
Propelled, the Bacchic of the spirit trusts: 

A fervour drunk from mystic hierophants j 
Not utterly misled, though blindly led. 

Led round fermenting eddies. Faith she plants 
In her own firmness as our midway road: 

Which rightly Youth has read, though blindly r^adj 
Her essence reading in her toothsome goadf 
Spur of bright dreamS; 0 ?£i^iencer .disenoh^^ 

But love we well the yotmg, her road, midway 
The darknesses runs consecrated clay. 

Despite our feeble hold on this green home. 

And the vast outer strangeness void of dome, 

Shall we be with them, of them, taught 
Up to the moment of our lurostrate Ml, 

The life they deem voluptuously real, 

Is more than empty echo of a call, 

Or shadow df a :Siaade, dr. swing of tided 
As bidodiug upte a^, when veiBS 
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Grey palsy nods to thint. With us for gxiides, 
Another step above the animal, 

To views in Alpine thought are they helped on. 
Good if so far we live in them when gone ! 

And there the arrowy eagle of the height, 

Becomes the little bird that hops to feed, 

Glad of a crumb, for tempered appetite 
To make it wholesome blood and fruitful seed. 

Then Memory strikes on no slack string, 

ITor sectional will varied Life appear: 

Perforce of soul discerned in mind, we hear 
Earth with her Onward chime, with Winter Spring 
And ours the mellow note, while sharing joys 
Ko more subjecting mortals who have learnt 
To build for happiness on equipoise, 

The Pleasures read in sparks of substance burnt; 
Know in our seasons an integral wheel. 

That rolls us to a mark may yet be willed. 

This, the truistic rubbish under heel 
Of all the world, we peck at and are filled.* 
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PENETRATION AND TRUST 

I 

SiiEEK as a lizard at round of a stone, 

The look of her heart slipped out and in. 
Sweet on her lord her soft eyes shone^ 

As innocents clear of a shade of sin. 

II 

He laid a finger under her chin, 

His arm for her girdle at waist was thrown 
Now, what will happen and who will win, 
With me in the fight and my lady lone ? 

m 

He clasped her, clasping a shape of stone; 
Was fire on her eyes till they let him in. 
Her breast to a God of the daybeaMs shone, 
And never a corner for serpent sim 

IV 

Tranced she stood,^ with a chattering chin; 
Her shrunken form at his feet was thrown: 
At home to the d:f%^Ii- shalTwhi, 

When it m 




•night of feost in* may 


With splendour of a silver day, 

A frosted night had opened May: 

And on that plumed and armoured night, 
As one close temple hove our wood, 

Its border leafage virgin white. 

Eemote down air an owl hallooed. 

The black twig dropped without a twirl; 
The bud in jewelled grasp was nipped 5 
The brown leaf cracked a scorching curl j 
A crystal off the green leaf slipped. 
Across the tracks of rimy tan, 

Some busy thread at whiles would shoot i 
A limping minnow-rillet ran, 

To hang upon an icy foot, 

^ In Afe^^hrSl hWh of ^uietu^, 

Almost it let the sound elude, 

Wlsen chuckles three, u, warble shy, 
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Then soon was heard, not sooner heard 
Than answered, doubled, trebled, more, 
Voice of an Eden in the bird 
Kenewing with his pipe of four 
The sob : a troubled Eden, rich 
In throb of heart: unnumbered throats 
Flung upward at a fountain's pitch, 

The fervour of the four long notes, 
That on the fountain’s pool subside, 
Exult and ruffle and upspring: 

Endless the crossing multiplied 
Of silver and of golden string. 

There chimed a bubbled underbrew 
With witch-wild spray of vocal dew. 


It seemed a single harper swept 
Our wild wood’s inner chords and waked 
A spirit that for yearning ached 
Ere met! desired and joyed or wept. 

Or now a legion ravishing • 

Musician rivals did unite ; . - : 

In love of sweetness high to sing 
The subtle song,that rivals light; ^ ^ 

From breast of earth to breast otsky; 

And they were secret, they w^ ni^i , 

A hand the magic might disperse i ,^ 

The magic swung my uniter^..t f 




Mo 


VERSES 


Clmrneci; spouted^ interflaslieci, 

itTor eith-cr "was tlic one w^e know: 
jtTor pregnant of tlie keart contained 
In ns were they, that griefless plained^ 

That plaining soared; and through the heart 
Struck to one note the wide apart: — 

A passion surgent from despair; 

A paining bliss in fervid cold; 

Off the last vital edge of air, 

Leap heavenward of the lofty-souled, 

For rapture of a wine of tears; 

As had a star among the spheres 
Caught up Gur earth to some mid-height 
Of double life to ear and sight, 

She giving voice to thought that shines 
Keen-brilliant of her deepest mines; 

While steely drips the rillet clinked, 

And hoar with crust the cowslip swelled^ 


Then was the lyre of earth beheld, 
Then heard hj me: it holds linked; 
Across the y^ars to dead-ebb shores 
■ I stand OB, my blood — thrill restores. 

But woald I eonjure into me 











THE TEACHING OF THE NUDE 


A Satyr spied a Godaess in lier bath, 

Unseen of her attendant nymphs 5 none knem 
Forthwith the creature to his fellows drew, 

And looking backward on the curtained path, 

He strove to tell; he could but heave a breast 
Too full, and point to mouth, with failing leers; 
Vainly he danced for speech, he giggled tears, 

Made as if torn in two, as if tight pressed. 

As if cast prone; then fetching whimpered tunes 
For words, flung heel and set his hairy flight 
Through forest-hollows, over rocky height. 

The green leaves buried him three rounds of moons. 
A senatorial Satyr named what herb 
Had hurried him outrunning reason’s curb. 

n 

■T is told how when that hieaway uneh^ke4 
To dell returned, he seemed of t^p^jEed mood: 
Even as the valley of the torrent rude, 

The torrent now a brook, the valley wrecked. 

In him, to hale him high or hurl aheap. 

Goddess and Goatfoot hOEBrly wrestled sorej 
Hourly the inbrf^ ntevmling more v 
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Till one hot; noon saw Meliboeus peep 

Frora thicket-sprays to where his full-blown dame, 

In circle by the lusty friskers gripped, 

Laughed the showered rose-leaves while her limbs wei-e 
stripped. 

She beckoned to our Satyr, and he came. 

Then twirled she mounds of ripeness, wreath of arms, 
his hoof kicked up the clothinfr for such charms. 




BEEATH OF THE BEIAR 


I 

0 BBIAB-SCENTS, OB JOB TVet wing 
Of warm South-west wind brushing 
You mind me of the sweetest thing 
That ever mingled frank and shy: 
When she and I, by love enticed, 
Beneath the orchard-apples mel^ , 

In equal halves a ripe one sliced, 

And smelt the jniqes ere we ate. 

n 

That apple of the briar-scent, 

Among our lost in Britain now, 

Was green of rirpj,,^ rsdoleat 
Of sweetness fs a.mitking cow. , ■ 

The briar ^ves it back, weli,nig|i 
The dawsel with her teeth on' it^ 

Her twinkle between fi^k 
My thirst to bite, Fhe?e fte 






EMPEDOCLES 


I 

He leaped. With none to hinder 
Of Aetna’s fiery scoriae 
In the next vomit-shower, made he 
A more peculiar cinder. 

And this great Doctor, can it be, 

He left no saner recipe 
Eor men at issue with despair ? 
Admiring, even his poet owns, 
While noting his fine lyric tones, 
The last of him was heels in airl 

Comes Eeverence, her features 
Amazed to see high Wisdom hear, 
With glimmer of a faunish leer, 

One mock he^ pride bi crSeathrca 
^tokuch fimfident degiMe' 

A stature ciastihg sunniest shade t 
G Eeverence I let Eeason swim; 

life its critic deed reveals; 
And him xe^ Eeason at Ms heels, 
,':J£ heelK ih Mr last, of him 1 

‘ ~ ^ . 



TO COIONEL CHAELES 


(DYiNa General C.B.B.) 

t 

An EnglisTi heart, my commandant, 

A soldier^s eye you have, awake 
To right and left; with looks askant 
On bulwarks not of adamant, 

Where white our Channel waters break. 

II 

Where Grisnez winks at Dungeness 
Across the ruffled strip of salt, 

You look, and like the prospect 
On men and guns would you lay stress,- 
To bid the Island^s foexaea halt^v 


JXJ 


While loud the Ywds 
At birth £o knp^ if it : v 

In history, ■ 
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IV 

And how stands she^ artillerist, 

Among the vapours waxing dense, 

With fsannon charged ? is hist I and hist! 

And now she screws a gonry list, 

And now she counts to clutch her pence. 

T 

Wfch shudders chill as aconite. 

The oouchanfe chewer of the cud 
Will siairt at times in pussy fright 
Before the dogs, when reads her sprite 
Tte streaks predicting streams of blood, 

TI 

She thinks &ey may mean something; thinks 
They may rnmm s haply both. 

Where (hirkBess all her daylight drinks, 
fein wouH find a leader lynx, 

Hot fcoo mwA fendng mentgl sloth. 


vtr 
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Tin 

She ? no, her weakness: she unbraced 
Among those atliletes fronting storms I 
The muscles less of steel than paste, 
Why, they of nature feel distaste 
for flash, much more for pusn, or arms^ 


IX 

The poet sings, and well know we, 

That ^iron draws men after it.’ 

But towering wealth may seem the tree 
Which bears the fruit Indemnity^ 

And draw as fast as battle’s fit, 

X 

If feeble be the hand on guard, 

Alas, alas I And nations are 
Still the mad forces, though the scarred. 
Should they onoe deem ioiir eEa&m Pard 
Wagger of tail for all save war; — 


XI 


Mechanically screwed to Safi ^ ^ 

His fiantes by Presses conjuring fear 
A money-bag with head and tail; — 
Too late may Talour&en 'avail I 


As you 
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VERSJES 


XII 

WherL with the staff of Benedeh, 

On the plateau of Iv5niggratz, 

You saw below that wedgeing speck; 
Foresaw proud Austria rammed to wreck, 
Where Chlum drore deep in smoky jets, 

Fehnary 1887 . 


i 


! 










j£N GLAND BEFOEE THE STOKM 


I 

The day that is the night of days, 
With cannon-fire for sun ablaze. 

We spy from any billow’s lift; 

And England still this tidal drift I 
Would she to sainted forethought yow 
A space before the thunders flood. 
That martyr of its hour might now 
Spare her the tears of blood. • . 


zi 


Asleep upon her ancient deed^ 

She hugs the Yision plethora breeds, 
And counts her manifold increase ;, 
Of treasure in the fruits of pess^^ 
What curse on earth’s impro’Hd^^ 
When the dread' 

Is wreaied, she 1 
As cradle rocked 




V3EiESES 


III 

Sie, impious to tlie Lord of Hosts, 

The Talour of her offspring boasts, 
ilindless that now on land and main 
His heeded prayer is active brain. 

1^0 more great heart may guard the home, 
Save eyed and armed and skilled to cleave 
Yon swallower wave with shroud of foam, 
We see not distant heave, 

IV 

They stand to be her sacrifice, 

The sons this mother flings like dice, 

To face the odds and brave the Yates j 
As in those days of starry dates, 

When mmmx cannon's counterblast 
Awakened, muzzle muzzle bowled. 

Ami Mgb ia swathe of smoke 
Its flghHng rag oniarolled. 



TARDY SPRING 


Now the North wind ceases. 
The warm South-west awakes; 
Swift fly the fleeces. 

Thick the blossom-flakes. 


Now hill to hill has made the stride, 

And distance waves the without end: 

Now in the breast a door flings wide; 

Our farthest smiles, our next is friend. 
And song of England’s rush of flowers 
Is this full breeze with meUow stops, 
That spins the lark for shine, for showers 
He drinks his hurried flight, and drops. 
The stir in memory seem these things, 


Which out of moistened turf and clay, 

Astrain for light 

Or leap to fiad i^e watOTwa-y- 

’T is equal to a wonder done, . 

Whatever simple lives renew 
Their tricks benealk ^e f^her siw,; 

As ■ 

So hard w*Kl -e«rtfe' i 


> 


But now the 

The blotting eloud a dappled pack, 
The one iKM^-underhuift. 






VERSES 


A City clothed in snow and soot^ 

With lamps for day in ghostly rows, 
Breaks to the scene of hosts afoot, 

The river that reflective flows: 

And there did fog down crypts of street 
Tlay spectre upon eye and month ; — 

Their faces are a glass to greet 
This magic of the whirl for South* 

A burly joy each creature swells 
With sound of its own hungry quest; 

Barth has to fill her empty wells, 

And speed the service of the nest; 

The phantom of the snow-wreath melt^ 

That haunts the farmer’s look abroad, 

Who sees what tomb a white night built, 
Where flocks now bleat and sprouts the clod. 
'For iron Winter held her firm; 

Across her sky he laid his hand j 
And bird he starved, he sMflened worm; 

A sighHess heaven, a shaven land. 

Her shivering Spri^ fieigned fast asleep, 
The Mtlen teds darbdficfe nfifoid: 

We raced on roo^ and ice to keep 
Thon^t of tte giri ive feve from coldi 

now Ite wind 
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M. M. 

"Who call her Mother and who calls her Wife 
Look on her grave and see not Death but Life.. 


THE LADY C. M. 

To them that knew her, there is vital flame 
In these the simple letters of her name. 

To them that knew her not, be it but said, 
So strong a spirit is not of the dead. 


j. 0. M. 

A vouNTAis of our sweetest, quick to spring 
In fellowship abounding, here subsides: 

And never passage of a dond on wing 
To gladden Une forgets him; nea# he hides. 







EPITAPHS 


ISLET THE DACHS 

OtFK Islet out of Helgoluudj dismissed 

From his quaint tenement, quits hates and loves. 

There lived -with us a wagging humourist 

In that hound’s arch dwarf-legged on boxing-gloves. 


GORDON OF KHARTOUM 

Of men he would have raised to light he fell: 

In soul he conquered with those nerveless hands. 
His countjy’s pride and her abasement knell 
The Man of England circled by the sands. 


THE EMPEROR FREDERICK OF OUR TIME 

Wrm Alfred and St. Louis he doSi win 
Graider than crowned head’s mortuary dome; 

His gentle iKtoie mau^ood enters in 
The ever460werisg eomuKHx ^art for home. 
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the YEAR’S SHEDDIHGS 

Thb varied colours are a fitful lieap: 

They pass in constant service though they sleep 
The self gone out of them, therewith the pain; 
•Read that, who still to spell our earth remain. 





